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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE preſent Age, though it has done Honour to 
ies own Diſcernment by the Applauſes pid to 


Shakeſpeare, has, at the fame Time, too groſly nen - 
ed the c ther great Maſters in the ſame School of Wri ing, 
The Pieces of Becument and Fl: tcher in particular, (to ſay 
nothing of Jobnſor, Maffinger, Shirly, Oc. (abound with 
Beauties, ſo much of the ſame Colour with the: of 
| Shakeſpeare, that it is almoſt unaccountable, that the very 
Age which admires one, even to Idolatry, ſhould pay io 
little Attention to the others; and, while almoſt every 
Poet or Critick, at all eminent in the literary Wor'd, have 
been ambitious of diſtinguiſhing themſelves, as Editors cf 
| Shakeſpeare, no more than two ſolitary Editions of 
Beaumont and Fletcher, and one of thoſe of a very late 
Date, have been publiſhed in the preſent Century, 

The Truth is, that Nature indeed is in all Ages the 
ſame; but Modes and Cuſtoms, Manners and Language, 
are ſubject to perpetual Variation. Time inſenſibly 
renders Writings obſolete and vncouth, and the gradual 
| Introduftion of new Words and Idioms, brings the older 
Forms into Diſrepute and Diſuſe. But the intrinſick 
Merit of any Work, though it may be obſcured, mutt 

ever remain: As antique Coins, cr oid Plate, though 
not current or faſhionable, ſtill have their Value, accorc- 
ing to their Weight. 
he Injuries of Modern Innovation in the State of 
Letters may be in a great Meaſure repaired, by rendering 
tne Writings of our old Authors familiar to the Publick, 
and bringing them often before them. How many Piaz s 
are there of Shakeſpeare, now in conſtant Acting. of which 
the Directors of the Theatres would ſcarce hazard the 
epreſentation, if the long-continued, and, as it were, 
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traditional Approbation of the Publick had not given a 
Sandtiion to their Irregularities, and familiarized the Dic- 
tion. The Language even of our Liturgy and Bible, if 
we may venture to mention them on this Occaſion, would 
p:rhavs ſoon become obſolete and unincelligible to the 
Generzlity, if they were not conſtantly read in our 
C hurches, The Stile of our Authors, eſpecially in this 
Play, is often remarkably plain and fimple, and only 
raiſed or enriched by the Sentiments. It is the Opinion 
of Dryden, that even Shakeſpeare's Language is a little 
«+ obſolete in Compariſon of theirs ; and that the Engliſh 
+ Language in them arrived to its higheſt Perfection; 
what Words have fince been taken in, being rather 
{.p2: fluous, than neceſſaty. 

Puilasvus has always been eſteemed one of the beſt 
Productions of B:aumont and Fictcher ; and, we are told 
by Dr;d:z, was the firſt Play that brought them into 
great Reputation. The Beauties of it are indeed fo ſtrik- 
ing and ſo various, that our Authors might in this Play 
al moſt be ſaid to Rival Shakeſpeare, were it not for the 
many evident Marks of Imitation of his Manner. The 
late Editors of Beaumont and Fletcher conceive, that the 
Poets meant to delineate, in the Character of Philafeer, a 
Hamlet racked with the ſealouſy of Orbello; and there are 
ſeveral Paſſages, in this Play, where the Authors have 
manifeſlly taken Fire from fimilar Circumſtances and 
Lxpreſſions in Shakeſpeare, particularly ſome, that will 
readily occur to the Reader as he goes along, from 
Ozhella, Hamlet, Cymbeline, and Lear. 

To remove the Odjections to the Performance of this 
excellent Play on the Modern Stage, has been the chief 
Labour, and fole Ambition, of the preſent Editor. It 
may be remembered, that The Spaniſh Curate, The 
Little French Lawyer, and Scornful Lady of our Authors, 
as well as The Silent Woman of Fohnſen, all favourite 
Entertainments of our Predeceſſors, have, within theſe 
few Years, encountered the Severity of tte Fitt, and 
received Sentence of Condemnation. That the uncommon 
Merit of ſuch a Play as Philaſter might be univerſally 


-cknowledged and received, it appeared neceſſary * 
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it of Ribaldry and Obſcenity, and to amend s groſs Ince. 
cency in he original C onſtitution of the Fab l. nich muſt 
have checke the Succe s due ty the refl of che Piece, nay 
indeed. was an inſurerable Obſtacle toiis Rep efentation, 
But though the Inaccuracies and Lcentioumt> of the 
Piece were Inducements {according to the incu edit re 
ef Hiace) to put it on the Anvil again, yet no hing has 
been aaded more than was abſolutely nee thiry, to maze 
it move ealily on the new Hinge, whereon t now turns: 
Nor has ane thing been omitted, except what was jup: 
poted to have been likely to obſcure its leit, or rare 
iis -ucceſs, The Pen was drawn, without the leaſt Hef. 
tation, over every S ene now expunged, except the ji-t 
Scene of the third Act, as it tands in the Originat; in 
regard to which, the Part that Philafter { fans in ic, 
occafioned ſome Pauſe : But, on Examina ion, it feem- 
ed that (in's Fallification of Fats in that Scene, ws 
inconiiitent with the rett ot his Character, though very 
natural in ſach a Perſon as Aera; And though we have 
in oar Times ſcen he ſudden and inſtantaneors Tranſi- 
tions from one Paſſion to another remarkably weil repre- 
ſented on the Stage, vet P:i/afier's Emotions appeared 
inpoſiible to be exhibited with any Conformity to Truth 
or Nature. It was therefore thought adviſable to omit the 
w hole Scene; and it is hoped, that this Omim̃ion will not 
de Crapproved, and chat it will not appear to have left 
any Void or Chaſm inthe Action; fince the imputed ra't- 
hood of Arc:ihbu/a, after being fo induſtriouſly mace 
publick tothe whole Court, might very naturally be ima- 
gined to come to the Knowledge of Philiſter in a much 
ſhorter Interval, than is often ſuppoſed to el. pſe between 
— Acts; or even between the Scenes of ſome of our old 
ys. 

The Scenes in the Fourth Act, wherein Phil her, ac- 
cording to the original Play, wounds t and Beliario. 
and from which the Piece took its ſecond Title of Love 
Lies a Bleed'»g, have always been cenſured by the Cri- 
ticks. They breath too much of that Spirit of Blood, 
and Cruelty, and Horror, of which the Engliſh Trage iy 
hath often been accuſed. The Hero's wounding his M 
iireſs hurt the Delicacy of moit ; aud his maiming Bellaria 
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ſerring, in order to ſave himſelf from his Purſuers, of- 
ferded the Generoſ.ty of all. This Part of the Fable, 
therefore, ſo injurious to the Character of Philaſber, it 
was judyed ablolutelyrequiſte to alter; and a new Turn 
has been given to thoſe Circumſtances: But the Change 
has been sffened by ſuch fimple Means, and with ſo 
much Reverence to the Original, that there are hardly 
ten Lines adced on Account of the Alteration. 

The reit of the Addi ions or Alterations may be ſeen 
at once by comparing :he preſentPlay with the Original; 
if the Reader does not. on ſuch Occaſions, of himſelf ioo 
eah]y diſcover the Patchwork of a modern Hand. 

1 here is extant in the Works of the Duke of Bucking- 
ham, who wrote The Reibrar/al, and altered 7 he Chances, 
an Alteration of this Play, under the Title of 7 he Reifto- 
ration, or Rig t acill tte Place. The Duke ſeems to 
ave been very ſtudious to diſguiſe the Piece, the Names 
of the Dramati. Pirianæ, as well as the Title, being en- 
tireiy changed; and the whole Piece, together with the 
Prologue and Epilogue, ſeeming intended to carry the 
Air of an oblique political Satie on his own Times. 
However that may be, the Duke's Play is as little (if not 
leſs] calculated for the preſent Stage, as the Original of 
cur Authors. The Character of T7-hra/omond (for fo the 
Duke calls the ©» Prince) is much moreludicrous than 
the Pharamind of Beaument and Fl-tcher. Few of the 
indecencies or Obſcenities in the Original are removed; 
and with what Delicacy the Adventure of Megra is ma- 
naged, may be determined from the following Specimen 
ot his tac s Alteration of that Circumſtance, not a 
Word of the *n!lowirg Extract being to be found in 
Beaumont and Fletcher. 


N * 
Later tte Guards, C1inving in Thraſomond, i» DRAW EEB, 
Jed up in a Cl. ak. 


Cunrris. Sir, in Obedience to y our Commands, | 
We !tcpt tizis Fellow ſtealing out of Doors. | 

f [They pull off his Cloak. 
AJZremert. Who's this, the Prince? | | 
Cue. Yes; he is iucog nito. 


King. 
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Meng. Sir, I muſt chide you for this Looſeneſs : 
You've wrong d a worthy Lady; but no more. 
Thraſomond. Sir, | came hither but to take the Air. 
Clien. A witty Rogue, I warrant him. 

Agremont. Ay, he's a Devil at his Anſwers. 

King. Conduct him to his Lodgings. 


If ro move the Paſſions of Pity and Terror are the 
two chief Ends of Tragedy, there needs no Apology 
for giving that Title to the Play of Philufter. If Lear, 
Hamlet, Othello, &c. &c. notwithſtanding the caſual In- 
troduction of comick Circumſtances in the natural Courie 
of the Action, are T ies; PHILASTER is ſo too. The 
Duke of Buckingham entitles his Alteration a Tragi Come- 
dy ; but that Word, according to its preſent Acceptation, 
conveys the Idea of a very 4 Ferent Species of * 
tion; a Play, like The Spang Friar, or Orconeho, in which 
two diſtinct Actions, one ſerious and the other comic, 
are unnaturally woven together ; as abſurd a Medley (in 
the Opinion of Aan ) as if an Epick Writer was to 
undertake to throw into one Poem the Adventures of 
Treat and Hudibras. 

As tothe Form in which the Piece is now ſubmitted to 
the Publick, ſome, perhaps, will think that the Editor 
has taken too many Liberties with the Original, and 
many may cenſure him for not having m+de a more 
— — There are, it muſt be confeſled, 
many Things ſtill left in the Play, which may be thought 
to lower the Dignity of Tragedy, and which would not 
be admitted in a Fable of Confirution : But where 
ſuch Things were in Nature, inofenſive, and ſerved 
at the ſame Time as ſo many Links in the Chain of Cu- 
cumſtances, that compoſe the Action, it was thenghe 
better to ſubdue in ſome Meaſure the Intemperance of 
the Scenesof low Humour, than wholly to reje& or omit 
them. It would not have been in the Power, nor indeed 
was it ever in the Intention or Deſire, of the Editor, to 
give Philaſfter the Air of a modern Performance; no 
more than an Architect of this Age would endeavour t 
embelliſh the Magnificence of a Gothick Building with 
the Ornaments of the Greek or Roman Orders. it is 
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impoſſible for the ſevereſt Reader to have a meaner Opi- 
nion of the Editor's Shate in the Work than he entertains 
at it himnie!f, Something, however, was neceſſary to be 
done; and the Reaſons, for what he has done, have al- 
ready been aiigned; nor can be repent of the Trouble 
lie host ken, at the Ioftance of a Friend, whom he is 
happy to cblige, when he ſees himſelf che Inftrument of 
relto: ing PY t to the T heatre, of diſplaying new Gra- 
ces in Mrs Yates, and of call nx forth the extraordinary 
Powers of ſy picinifing a Genus for the Stage as Mr, 
Powe! 


PROLOGUE. 
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Written GEORGE COLMAN. 


Spoken by Mr. KING. 


HIL E modern Troged), by Rule e vact. 
Spins out a thin · ac rought Fable, Act by AF, 
We dare to bring you one of thoſe bold Plays 
Wrote by rough Engliſh Wits in former Days; 
Beaumont and Fletcher ! thoje Tavin Stars, that run 
Their glorious Courſe round Shakeſpea C's zo:4in Sun ; 
Or hen PLATE Hamlet's Place fit dd. 
Or Beflus ⁊rall' d the Stage by Falſtaff . Sd. 
Their Sculs, well pair n ſhot Fire in mingled Rave, 
Thiir Hands together tuin d the ſocial Bays, 
Till Faſhion drove, in a fing Age. 
Virtue from Court, and Nature from the Stoge. 
Then Aenſenſe, in Heraicks, ſrem'd ſu lime; 
King's rav in Coupiets, und Mai id in Rieu. 
Next prim, and trim, and delicate, «nd cba e. 
A Hah from Greece and France, came Madern {ajte 
Cold are her Sons, and ſo afraid of dealing 
In Rant and Fuſlian, they nc er riſe to Feeling 
O /ay, ye Bards of Phlegm, ſar where's the Name 
That can with | LETCHER wrge a rival Claim? 
Say, where's the Poet, train'd in pedunt $ch9ocis, 
Equal to SHaxE3PtaRe, who oerl aft all Rules 
Thus of cur Bards xe bo blu our Mind ; 
A harder Toſk, alus, remains be hint 
To-night, as yt by publick Eves unſeen, 
A raw, unpradti;'d Novice fl the Nc ne. 
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Bred in the City, his theatrick Star 
Bringi him at length on this Side Temple Bar ; 
Smit ith the Make, the Ledger he forgot, 


And w' en he wrote his Name, he made a Blot. 


Firm wa hile perplexin; Hopes and Fears embarra's, 
Skulking (lite Hamlet's Rat) behind the Arras, 
Nie a dramatich Fellow feeling draavs, 

Without a Fee, to plead a Brother's Cauſe, 

Genius is rare; and nehile cur Great Comptroller, 
Io more a Mancger, turns arran! Stroller, 

Lit new Adventurers your Care engage. 


Aud nue the Irfant Saplings of the Stage ! 


Dromati; 


Dramatis Perſone. 


King, 6 Mr. Ba Axs v. 
Hhilaſ/ier, ERS - Mr. PowELL. 
Fharamend, be Mr. Les. 
Dion, - - - Mr. BurToON. 
Claremont, = - — Mr. Cas rTLE. 
T hrofiline, = = «= Mr. AcKMan 
Captain, - - - Mr. BappeLY. 
Countryman, = Mr. PAarsoNs., 
Mr Fox. 
Me ſengers, 5 Mr. Manx. 
00 f 1 WATKINS. 
— Mr. STRANGE. 
Arethuſa, - 8 1 Miſs Bark. 
Fuphraſa (diſgui er 
— (yn } Mrs. YATES. 
Megra, (aSp aniſh Lady) Mrs. LEE. 
Calatea, - - Miſs MitLs. 


L ady, 55 Mrs. HiPP1SLEY- 


Sew, SICILY. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
SCENE, an Antechamber in the Palace. 


Emer Dion, Cleremont, and Thraſfiliae. 


CrazREMONT, 


RE's nor Lords, nor Ladies. 
Dion Credit me, Gentlemen, I wonder at it. 
They receiv'd ſtrict Charge from the King to attend 
here: Beſides, it was loudly publiſh d, that no Officer 
wana arte to attend and 


Cle. Can you gueſs the Cauſe ? 
Dion. Sir, it is pl in, about the Span; Prince; that's 
. be our Sove- 


Ch. Many, that will ſeem to know much, ſay, ſhe 
looks not on him like a Maid in Love. 


Thra. They ſay too, moreover, that the Lady Megra 
ſent hitt er by the Queen of Spain, Pharemend's Mother, 


to grace the Train of Ar:thu/a, and attend her to her 
new Home, when eſpouſed to the Prince) carries herſelf 
ſomewhat too familiarly towards Pharamond; and it is 
whiſper'd, that there is too cloſe an Intercourie between 
him and that Lady. i 

Dian. Troth, perhaps, there may; tho' the Multitude 
(that ſeldom know any thing but their ownOpinions)ſpeak 
what they would have. But the Prince, before his own 
Approach, receiv'd ſo many confident Meſſages from 
the State, and bound himſelf by ſuch indiffoluble En- 
gagements, that, I think, their Nuptials muſt 4 for- 
wards, and that the Princeſs is refolv'd to be ruled. 

Cle. Sir, is it thought, with her he ſhall enjoy both 
Wele Kingdoms of Sicily and Calabria? 

Dian. Sir, it is, without Controverſy, ſo meant. But 
'twill be a troubleſome Labour for him to enjoy both 
theſe Kingdoms with Safety, the right Heir to one of 
them living, and living ſo virtuouſly; eſpecially, the 
People admiring the Bravery of his Mind, and lament- 
ing his Injuries. | 

Cle. Who, Philaſter ? 

Dian. Yes, whoſe Father, we all know, was by our 
late King of Calabria unrighteouſly depos'd from his 
fruitful Sicily. Myſelf drew ſome B'ood in thoſe Wars, 
which I would give my Hand to be waſh'd from. 


Cle. Sir, my Ignorance in State-Policy will not let me 


know, why, Phi/after being Heir to one of theſe King- 
doms, the Ki. g ſhould ſuffer him to walk abroad with 


ſuch free Liberty. 
Dion. Sir, it ſeems, your Nature is more corſtant than 


to enquire after State-News. But the King, of late, 


made a Hazard of both the Kingdoms of £:c:ly and his 


own, with offering but to impriſon Phi/after. At which 
the City was in Arme, not to be charm'd down by any 
State-Order or Proclamation, till they faw Philaſter ride 
through the Streets pleas'd, and without a Guard; at 
which they threw their Hats, and their Arms from 
them; ſome to make Bonfires, ſome to drink, all for 
his Deliverance : Which, wiſe Men ſay, is the Cauſe 
the King labours to bring in the Power of a Foreign 


Nation to awe his own with. [ Flourilb. 


Ira. Peace, the King. 4 
cene 


| 


| 


+ 
* 
* 
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Scene draws, and diſcovers the King, Pharamond, 
Arethuſa, and Train. 


King. To give a Teſtimony of Love 
Than fickly Yromiſes (which commonly 
In Princes find both Birth and Burial 
In one Breath) we have drawn you, worthy Sir, 
To make your fair Indearments to our Daughter, 
And worthy Services known to our Subjects, 
Now lov'd and wonder'd at: Next, our latent 
To plant you deeply, our immediate Heir, 

Both to our Blood and Kingdoms. For this Lady, 
(The beſt Part of your Life, as you confirm me, 
And I believe) though her few Years and Sex 

Yet teach her nothing but her Fears and Bluſhes ; 
Think not, dear Sir, theſe undivided Parts, 

That muſt mould up a Virgin, are put on 

To ſhew her ſo, as borrow'd Ornaments; 

To ſfeak her perfect Love to you, or add 

An artificial Shadow to her Nature. 

Laft, noble Son, (for ſo I now muſt call you) 
What I have done thus publick, is not only 

To add a Comfort in particular | 

To you or me, but all; and toconfirm 

The Nobles, and the Gentry of theſe Kingdoms, 
By Oath to your Succeſſion, which ſhall be 
Within this Month at moſt. 

Pha. Kiſſing your white Hand, Miſtreſs, I take Leave, 

To thank your Royal Father ; and thus far, 
To be my own free Trumpet. Underſtand, 
Great King and theſe your Subjects 

—— me 4 a Word, a Prince's Ward, 

here ſhall be nothing to make up a Kingdom 
Mighty, and flouriſhing, defenced, fear'd, 

Equal to be commanded and obey'd, 

But through the Travels of my Life I'll find it, 
And tie it to this Co And 1 vow, | 
My Reign ſha!] be fo eaſy to the Subject, 

That ev'ry Man ſhall be his Prince himſelf, 
And his own Law: (yer I his Prince and Law.) 
And deareſt Lady, let me ſay, you are 

The Bleſſed ſt living: for, ſweet Princeſs, you 
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Shall make him your's, for whom great Queens muſt die. 
Thra. Miraculous ! 
Cle. This Speech calls him Spaniard, being nothing but 
A large Inventory of his own Commendations. 
But here comes one more worthy thoſe large Speeches, 
Thaa the large Speaker of them. 


Enter Philaſter. 


Phi. Right noble Sir, as low as my Obedience, 
And with a Heart as loyal as my Knee, 
I beg your Favour. 

Vg. Riſe ; you have it, Sir. 
Speak your Intents, Sir, 
* Shall I ſpeak em freely? ———— 

fill my Royal Sovereign. 

King. As a Subject. 
We give you Freedom. 

Dien. Now it heats. 

Phi. Then thus I turn 
My Language to you, Prince; you, Foreign Man. 
Ne'er ſtare, nor put on Wonder, for you muſt 
Indure me, and you ſhall. This Earth you tread on 
(A Dowry, as you hope, with this fair Princeſs) 
By my dead Father (Oh ! I had a Father, 
Whoſe Memory I bow to) was not left 
To your Inheri-ance, and | up and living; 
Having myſelf about me and my > word, 
The Souls of all my Name, and Memories, 
Theſe Arms and ſome few Friends, beſides the Gods, 
To part ſo calmly with it, and fit ſtill. 
And ſay, I night have been. | tell thee, Pharamond, 
When thou art King, lonk, I be dead ard rotten, 
And my Name Aſhes: Fer hear me, Phuramona, 
This very Ground thou goeſt on, this fat Earth, 
My Father's Friends made fertile with their Faiths, 
Beſore that Day of Shame, ſhall gape and ſwallow 
Thee and thy Nation, like a hungry Grave, 
Into her hidden Bowel:: Prince, it ſhall; 
By N. fis, it ſhall. 

King. You do diſpleaſe us 
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You are too bold. 
Phi. No, Sir, | am too tame, 
Too much a Turtle, a Thing born without Paſhon, 
A faint Shadow, that every drunken Cloud fails over, 
And maketh nothing. 
Pha. What you have ſeen in me to ſtir Offence, 
| cannot find , unleſs it be this Lady 
Offer's into mine Arms, with the Succeſſion, 
Which I muſt keep, though it hath pleas'd your Fury 
1o mutiny within you. The King grams it, 
And I dare make it mine. You have your Anſwer. 
Phi. If thou xen fole Inheri:or to bim 
Thit made the World his, and were Phar ian 
As truly valiant, as I feel him cold, 
And ring'd among the choiceſt of his Friends, 
And from this Preſence, ſpice of all theſe Stops, 
You ſhould hear further from me. 
King. Sir, you wrong the Prince: 
I gave you nut this Freedom to brave ourbeſt Friends, 
You do deſerve our Frown: Go to, be bette- :2mper'd, 
Phi. It muſt be, Si-. when 1 am nobler us d. 
Ring. Poilaſter, tel! me 
The Injuries you aim at ia vour Riddles. 
Phi. If you had my Eyes, Sir, and Sufrrance, 
My Griefs upon you, and my broken Fortunes, 
My Wants great, and now nought but Hopes and Fears, 
My Wrongs would make ill Riddles to be laugh d at. 
Dare you be ſtill my King, and right me not ? 
King. Goto ; 
Be more your Self, as you reſpect our Favour ; 
You'll ſtir us elſe : Sir, I muſt have you know 
That you're, and ſhall be, at our Pleaſure, what Faſhion we 
Will put upon you: Smooth your Brow, or by the Gods 
Phi. | am dead, Sir, you're my Fate, It was not I 
Said I was wrong'd : I carry all about me 
My weak Stars led me to, all my weak Fortunes. 
Who dares in all this Preſence ſpeak, (that is 
But Man of Fleſh and may be mortal) tell m e, 
I do not moſt entirely love this Prince, * 
And honour his full Virtues ! 
K ing. Sure, he's poſſeſt. 
Phi, Yes, with my Father's Spirit: It's here, O 0. 
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A dangerous Spirit; now he tells me, King, 
] was a King's Heir; bids me be a King ; 
And whiſpers to me, theſe be a.l my Subjects. 
"Tis ftrange, he wil not let me ſleep, but dives 
Into my Fancy, and there gives me Shapes 
That knecl, and do me Service, cry me King : 
But l'n ſuppreſs him. he's a factious Spirit, 
And will undo me: Noble S:r, your Hand, 
] am your Servant. 

King. Away, I do not like this : 
For this Time I pardon your wild Speech. 

[Excunt King, Pha. Are. and Train. 

Dion. See, how his Fancy labours: Has he not 
Spoke home, and bravely ? What a dangerous Train 
Did he give Fire to! How he ſhook the King! 
Made his Soul melt within him, and his Blood 
Run into Whey ! It ſtood upon his Brow 
Like a cold Winter Dew. 

Phi, Gentlemen, 
Yau have no Suit to me: I am no Minion : 
Yau ttand, methinks, like Ven that would be Courtiers, 
If you could well be flatter d at a Price, 
Nat to undo your Children: You're all honeſt: 
Go get you home again, and make your Country 
A virtuous Court; to which your Great Ones may, 
In their diſeaſed Age, retire, and live recluſe. 

Cle. How do you, worthy Sir? 

Phi. Well, very well, 
And ſo well, that if the King pleaſe, I find, 
I may live many Years. 

Dion. The King muſt pleaſe, 
Whilſt we know what you are, and who you are, 
Your Wrongs and [njuries : Shrink not, worthy Sir, 
But add your Father to you : In whoſe Name 
We'll waken all the Gods, and cor jure up 
The Rods of Vengeance, the abuſed People ; 
Who, like to raging Torrents, ſhall ſwell high, 
And fo begirt the Dens of theſe qty oP 
That, through the ſtrongeſt Safety, they ſhall beg 
For Mercy at your Sword's Point. | 

Pi. Friends, no more; 
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Our Ears may be corrupted : Tis an Age 

We dare not truſt our Will: to: Do you love me ? 
Thra. Do we love Heav'n and Honour ? 

. Phi. My Lord Dion, 

You had a virtuous Gentlewoman call'd you Father : 

Is ſhe yet alive? 
Dien. Moſt honour'd Sir, ſhe is: 

And tor the Penance but of an idle Dream, 

Has undertook a tedious Pilgrimage, 


Enter a Lady. 


Phi. Is it to me, or any of theſe Gentlemen you come? 
Lady. To you, brave Lord; the Princeſs would intreat 
Your preſent Company. 
Phi. Kiſs her fair Hand, and ſay, I will attend her. 
Dion. Do you know what you do ? 
Phi. Yes, go to fee a Woman. 
Cle. But do you weigh the Danger you are in? 
Phi. Danger in a ſweet Face ? 
Her Eye muy ſhoot me Cead, or thoſe true red 
And white Friends in her Face may ſteal my Soul out: 
There's all the Danger in't: But be what may, 
Her fingle Name hath armed me. (Exit. 
Dieu. Go on: | 
Ard be as truly happy as thou art fearleſs : 
Come, Gertlemen, let's make our Friends acquainted, 
Leit the King prove falſe. [ Excunt. 


Scene changes to another Apartment. 
Enter Arethuſa and a Lady. 


Are. Comes he not? 
Lady. Madam ? 
Are. Will Philafter come? 
Lady. Dear Madam, you were wont 
To credit me at firſt. 
Are. But didſt thou tell me ſo ? 
I am forgetful, and my Woman's Strength 
Is ſo o'ercharg'd with Danger like to grow 
About my Marriage, that theſe under Things = 
ar 
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Dare not abide in ſuch a troubled Sea : 
How look'd he, when he told thee he would come ? 
Lady. Why, well. 
Are. And not a little fearful ? 
Lady. Fear, Madam? Sure he knows not what it is. 
Are. You are all of his Faction; the whole Court 
Is bold in Fraiſe of him; whiltt I 
May ive neglected, and do noble Chir gs. 
As Fools in Strife throw Gold into the Sea, 
Drowa d in the Doing: But, I Know, he fears. 
Lady. Fear? Madam, methought, his Looks hid more 
Of Love than Fear. 
Are. Of Love? to whom ? to you ? | 
Did you deliver thoſe plain Words I ſent 
With ſuch a wianing Geſture, and quick Lock, 


That you have caught him? . 
475. Madam, I mean to you. 
Of Love to me ? Alas ! thy Ton-rance 
Prone thee nat ſee the Croſſes of our Bit b.. 


Nature, that loves not to be queſlion'd way 
She did or this, or that. but has her Ends. 
And knows the does well, never gave the Wor!d 
Tuo Thirgs ſo oppoſite, fo contrary, 

As He, and ] am. 
Lady. Madam, I thick I hear him. 
Are. Bring him in: (Exit Lady. 

Yau Gods, that would not have your Dooms withltood, 

Whoſe holy Wiſdoms at this Time it is, 

To make the Paſſion of a feeble Maid 

The Way unto your Juſtice, I obey. 


Re-enter Lady and Philaſter. 


Lady. Here is my Lord Philafter. 
Are. Oh! "tis well: 
Withdraw yourſelf. [Exit Lady, 
Phi. Madam, Meſſenger 
Made me — hg wiſh'd to ſpeak with me, 
wa Tis true, Philafter ; 
ou known, 
have ought detracted from your Worth? 
andy —— you ? Or have ſet 


My 
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My baſer Inſtruments to throw 2 
Upon your Virtues ? 
Phi. Never, Madam, you. 
Are, Why then ſhould you, in ſuch a public Place, 
Irjure a Princeſs, and a Scandal lay 
Upon my Fortunes, fam'd to be ſo great; 
Calling a great Part of my Dowry in Queſtion ? 
Phi. Madam, this Truth, which I ſhall ſpeak, will ſeem 
Fooliſh : But for your fair and virtuous Self, 
] could afford myſelf to have no Right 
To any thing you wiſh'd. 
Are. Philaſter, know, 
I muſt enjoy theſe Kingdoms, of Calabria 
And Sicily : By Fate, I die, Philafter, 
If I not calmly may enjoy them both. 
Phi. 1 would do much to ſave that noble Life: 
Yet would be loth to have P 
Find in our Stories, that Philafler gave 


His Right unto a Scepter, and a Crown, 


To ſave a Lady's Longing. 
Are. Nay, then hear: 


I muſt, and will have them, and more. 

Phi. What more? Say, you would have my Life : 
Why, I will give it you; for it is of me 
A Thing ſo lach d. and unto you that aſk 
Of ſo poor Uſe, I will unmov'dly hear. 

Are. Fain would I fpeak, and yet the Words are fuch 
have to ſay, and do ſo ill beſeem 
The Mouth of Woman, that I wiſh them faid, 
Azd yet am leth t» umer (hom, —OD wen 
mane ty 4 A a lictle bend thy Looks ! 
Spare, ſpare me, Oh Phi L 

eh, r 

Are. But that my Fortunes hang upon this Hour, 
But that Occafion urges me to ſpeak, 
And that perverſely to keep Silence now 
Would doom me to a Life of Wreichedneſs, 
I could not thus have ſummon'd thee, to tell thee, 
The Thoughts of Pharamond are Scorpions to me, 
More horrible than Danger, Pain or Death ! 
Yes—1 muſt have thy Kingdoms muſt have thee ! 

Phi. How me? 


4re. Thy Love !—without which all the Land 
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Diſcovered yet, will ſerve me for no Uſe 
But to be buded in. 

Phi. Is't poſſible ? 

Are. With it, it were too little to beſtow 
On thee : Now, though thy Breath doth ſtrike me dead, 
(Which, know, it may) I have unript my Breaſt. 

Phi. Madam, you are too full of noble Thoughts, 
To lay a Train for this contemned Life, 

Which you may have for aſking : To ſuſpect 
Were baſe, where | deſerve no ill: Love you 
By all my Hopes, I do, above my Life : 
But how this Paſſion ſhould proceed from you 
So violently — 

Are. Another Soul, into my Body ſhot, 

Could not have fill d me with more Strength and Spirit, 
Than this thy Breath : But ſpend not haſty Time, 
In ſeeking how I came thus : 'Tis the Gods, 

The Gods, that make me ſo; and, ſure, our Love 
Will be the nobler, and the better bleſt, 

In that the ſecret Juſtice of the Gods 

Is mingled with ic. Let us leave and part, 

Left ſome unwelcome Gueſt ſtould fall betwixt. 

Phi. "Twill be ill, 

I ſhould abide here long. 

Are. Tis true, and worſe 
You ſhould come often : How ſhall we deviſe 
To hold Intelligence, that our true Loves 
On any new Occaſion may 
What Path is beſt to tread ? 

Phi. I heve a Boy 
Sent by the Gods, I hope, to this Intent, 

Not yet ſeen in the Court. Hunting the Buck, 
I found him fitting by a Fountain- Side, 

Of which he borrow'd ſome to quench his Thirſt. 
Ard paid the Nymph again as much in Tears ; 
A Garland lay by him, made by himſelf, 

Of many ſeveral Flowers, bred in the Bay, 
Stuck in that myſtick Order, that the Rareneſ- 
Delighted me : But ever when he turn'd 

His tender Eres upon em, he wouid weep, 

As if he meant to make 'em grow again. 
Seeing ſuch pretty helpleſs Innocence 

Dwell in b.s Face, I aſk'd him all his Story. 


He 
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He to!d me, that his Parents gentle dy'd, 
Leaving him to the Mercy of the Fields, 
Which gave him Roots ; and of the cryſtal Springs, 
Which did not ſtop their Courſes ; and the Sun, 
Which ſtill, he dank d him, yielded him his Light ; 
Then took he up his Garland, and did ſhew, 

What every Flower, as Country People hold, 

Did fi iy ; and how all, ordered thus, 

Expreſt his Grief ; and to my Thoughts did read 
The prettieſt Lecture of his Country Art 

That cou'd be von So that, methought, I cou'd 
Have ſtudied it. * y entertain d him, 

Who was as glad to ; ang have got 


The truſtieſt, — 
That ever Maſter E 


Are. "Tis well; no more. 

Lady. Madam, the yy + eb ra 

Are. What will you do, Philaſfter, with yourſelf ? 
Dear, hide thyſelf. Bring in the Prince. 

Phi. Hide me from Pharamond / 


When Thunder ſpeaks, which is the Voice of Jove, 


Thong = 6 yet I hide me not. e 
Are. Then, bilafter, give him Scope ay 
2 48 


What you are loth to hear: For my Sake do. 
Phi. I will. 


Enter Pharamond. 


Pha. My Princely Miſtreſs, as true Lovers ought, 
— 1 that tots tame ; and to ſhew, 
In outward Ceremonies, the dear Love 
Writin my Heart. 
Phi. It I ſhall have an Anſwer no directlier, 
I am gone. 
Pha. To what would he have an Anſwer ? 
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Are. To his Claim unto the Kingdom. 
Pha. I did forbear you, Sir, before the King. 
Phi. Good Sir, do fo ſtill; I would act talk with you, 
Pha. But now the Time is fitter. 
Phi. Pharamond, 

I loath to brawl with ſuch a Blaſt as thou, 

Who art noug ht but a valiant Voice: But if 

Thou ſhalt provoke me further, Men ſhall ſay, 

Thon dert, and not lament it. 
Pha. Do you ſlight 

My Greatneſ 10, and in the Chamber of the Princeſs 
Phi. It is a Place, to which, I mult confeſs, 

I owe a Reverence : But wer't the Church, 

Ay, at the Altar, there's no Place fo ſafe, 

Where thcu dar'ſt injure me, but I dare puniſh thee : 


Farewell. [Exit Pnilaſter. 
Pha. Inſolent Boaſter ! offer but to mer tion 
Thy Right to any Kingdom — : 


Are. Let him go; 
He is not worth your Care. 
Pha. My Arethu/a ! 
IT hope our Hearts are Knit; and yet ſo flow 
State Ceremonies are, it may be long 
Before our Hands be fo: If then you pleaſe, 
Being agreed in Heart, let us not wait 
For Pomp and Circumſtance, but ſolemnize 
A private Nuptial, and anticipate 
Delights, and ſo foretaſte our Joys to come. 
Are. My Father, Sir, is all in all to me; 
Nor can I give my Fancy or my Will 
More Scope than he ſhall warrant. When he bids 
My Eye look up to Pharamond for Lord, 
I know my Duty ; but, till then, farewell. [Exit, 
Pha. Nay !—but there's more in this—ſome happier 
an 
Perhaps Philaſier —8'death ! let me not think ont. 
— $he muſt be watch'd—He too muſt be ta'en Care of. 
Or all my Hopes of her and Empire reſt 
Upon a ſandy Pottom.—If ſhe means 
To wed we, well; if not -I ſwear Revenge. [ Exit. 


ACT 


PHILASTER. 25 


.... AAS ESE NN 
P 


—— — 4 .—— 3 : - 
S & U W. K 


: 


ACT RR SCREMRE L 


Scene, an Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Philaſter and Bellario. 


ND thou ſhalt find her honourable, Boy; 
Full of Regard unto thy tender Youti. 
For thine own Modeſty, and for my fake, 
Apter to give, than thou wilt be to aſk, 
Ay, or deſerve. 
Bel. Sir, you did take me up 
When I was nothing: and only yet am ſomething, 
By being yours : You truſted me unknown ; 
And that which you are apt to conſtrue now 
A fimple Innocence in me, perhaps, 
Might have been cratt, the Cunning of a Boy 
Hardened in Lies and Theft ; yet ventur'd You 
To part my Miſeries and me: For which, 
never can expect to ſerve a Lady, 
That bears more Honour in her Bree than You. 
Phi. But, Boy, it will preter thee ; thou art young, 
And bear'ſt a chiluiih overflowing Love 
To them that clap thy Checks, and ſpeak thee fair. 
But when thy Judgement comes to rule thoie Paijions, 
Thou wilt remember beſt thoſe careful Friends, 
Thar plac'd thee in the noblett Way of Life. 
She is a Princeſs I prefer thee to. 
Bel. In that ſmall Time that I have ſeen the World, 
never knew a Man haſty to part with 
A Servant he thought truſty : | remember, 


B My 
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My Father would prefer the Boys he kept 
% greater Men than he; but did it not, | 
Jill they were grown too faucy for himſelf. 
Phi. Why, gentle Boy, I find no fault at all 
In thy Bebaviour. 
Bel. Sir, it I have made 


A Fault of Ignorance, inftrut my Youth ; 
{ ſhall be willing, it not apt, to learn : | 
Age and Experience will adorn my Mind | 


With larger Knowledge: And if I have done 
A wilful Fault, think me not paſt all Hope 
For once. What Maſter holds fo ſtrict a Hand 
Over his Boy, that he will part with him 
Without one Warning? Let me be corrected, 
To break my Stubbornneſs, if it be fo, 
Rather than turn me off, and I ſhall mend. 
Phi. Thy Love doth plead fo prettily to ſtay, 
That, truſt me, I could weep to part with thee. 
Alas! I do not turn thee off; thou know'tt, 
It is my Buſineſs that doth call thee hence; 
And, when thou art with her, thou dwell'ſt with me 
Think fo, and 'tis fo; and when Time is full, 
That thou haſt well diſcharg'd this heavy Truſt, 
Laid on fo weak a one, I will again 
With Joy receive thee ; as I live, I will. 
Nay, weep not, gentle Boy ; 'tis more than Time 
Thou didit attend the Princeſs. 
Bel. | an gone; 
But fince | am to part with you, my Lord. 
And none knows whether I thall live to do 
Niore ſervice for vou, take this little Prayer: 
Heav'n bleſs your Loves, your Fights, all your Defigns : 
Mav fick Men, if they have your With, be well! | 
And Heav'n hate thoſe you curſe, though I he one! 
| [ Exit. 
Phi. The Love of Boys unto their Lords is ſtrange ! 
have read Wonders of it! yet this Boy, 
For my Sake, (it a Man may judge by Looks, 
And Speech) would out-do Story. I nay ſce 
A Day to pay him for his Loyalty. Exit. 
Jeene 
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Scene changes to Arethuſa's Apartment. 
Enter Arethuſa and a Lady. 


Are. Where's the Boy? Where's Bellaris? 
La. Within, Madam. 

Are. Gave you him Gold to buy him Clothes ? 
La. 1 did. 

Are. And has he don't ? 

La. Madam, not yet. 

Are. "Tis a pretty fad talking Boy ; is it not? 


Enter Galatea. 


Are. O, you are welcome! What good News? 
Gal. As good as any one can tell your Grace, 
That fays ſhe has done chat you wou'd have with'd. 

Are. Halt thou diſcover'd then? 

Gal. I have. Your Prince, 
Brave Pharamond's Diſloyal. 

Are. And with whom ? 

Gal. Ev'n with the Lady we ſupect; with Megra. 

Are. O, where! and when? 

Gal. I can diſcover all. * 

Are. The King ſhall know this; and if Deſtiny, 
To whom we dare not fay, it hall not be, 
Have not decreed it fo in laſting in Leaves, 
Whoſe ſmalleſt Characters were never chang'd, 
This hated Match with Pharamond hall break. 
Run back into the Preſence, miagle there 


Again with other Ladies ; leave the reſt 


To me. [Exit Gal. 
Where's the Boy? 


La. Here, Madam. 
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Enter Bcllario. 


Are. hy art thou ever melancholy ? Sir: 
You are fad to change your Service : Is't not fo? 
Bel. Viadam, I have not chang'd ; I wait on you, 
To do him Service. 
Are. Thou difclaim'ſt in me; 
Tell me, Bellaris, thou can ſt ſing and play? 
Bel. If Grief will give me Leave, Madam, I can. 
Are. Alas! what Kind of Grief can thy Years know? 
Had'it a curſt Mlaſter when thou went'ſt to School? 
"Thou art not capable of other Grief : 
Ihy Brows and Cheeks are ſinooth as Waters be, 
When no Breath troubles them : Believe me, Boy, 
Care ſecks out wrinkled Brows and hollow Eyes, 
And builds himſelf Caves to abide in them. 
Come, Sir, tell me truly, does your Lord love me? 
Bel. Love, Macam?* I know not what it is. 
Are. Can'it thou know Grief, and never yet kneu ſt 
Love? 
Thou art decciv'd, Boy; docs he ſpeak of me, 
As if he wiſh'd me well? 
Bel. If it be Love, 
To forget all Reſpect of his own Friends, 
In thinking on your Face : It it be Love, 
"To fit crof:-arm'd, and ſigh away the Day, 
Mingled with Starts, crying your Name as loud 
And haftily, as Men i' th' Streets do Fue : 
If it be Love, to weep himſelf away, 
When he but hears of any Lady dead, 
Or kill'd, becauſe it might have been your Chance: 
It, when he goes to Reit (which will not be) 
"I'wixt ev'ry Pray' he tays, he na ies you once 


As others drop a Bead, be to be in Love: 
Then, Madam, I dare ſwear ke loves you. 
Are O! 
You are a cunning Boy, taught to deceive, 
For your Lord's Credit: but thou know'ſt, a F _— 
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That bears this Sound, is welcomer to me, 
Than any Truth, that fays, he loves me not. 
Lead the Way, Boy. Do you attend me too; 
"Tis thy Lord's Buſineſs haſtes me thus. Away. 


[Exeunt. 
Scene changes to another Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Megra and Pharamond. 
Meg. What then am I? a poor neglected Stale ! 


Have I then been an idle toying She, 
To fool away an Hour or two withal, 
And then thrown by for ever? 

Pha. Nay, have Patience ! 

Meg. Patience! I ſhall go mad! why I ſhall be 
A Mark for all the Pages of the Court 
To ſpend their Wit upon! 

Fha. It ſhall not be. 
She, whoſe Diſhonour is not known abroad, 
Is not at all diſhonour'd. 

Meg. Not dithonour'd ! 
Have we then been fo chary of our Fame, 
So cautious think you, in our Courſe of Love 
No Blot of Calumny has fall'n upon it? Say, 
What Charm has veil'd Sufpicion's hundred Eyes, 
And who ſhall ſtop the cruel Hand of Scorn ? 


Pha. con your Complaints, reproachful and un- 
ind! 
What could I do ? Obedience to my Father, 
My Country's Good, my pligated Faith, my Fame, 
Each Circumſtance of State and Duty, aſk'd 
The Tender of my Hand to Arethuſa. 
Meg. Talk not of Aretbuſa! She, I know, 
Would fain get rid of her moſt precious Bargain. 
She is for ſofter Da'liance ; ſhe has got 
A Cherub, a young Hylas, an Adonis ! 
Pha. What mean you? 
Meg. She, good Faith, has her Bellari: ! 
A Boy—about Eighteen—a pretty Box! 
B 3 hi 
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Why this is he that muſt when vou are wed 
Sit by your Pillow, like a young Apollo 
Sing, play upon the Lute, with Hand and Voice 
Binding your Thoughts in Sleep: She does provide him 
For vou and for herleit 
Pha Injurious Megra / 
Oh. add not Shame to Shame! To rob a Lady 
Ot ker good Name thus, is an heinous Sin, 
Not to be pardon'd; yet, though falſe as Hell, 
"F'wilt never be redeem'd, if it be ſown 
Amor gſt the People, fruitful to increaſe 
All Evil they ſhall hear. 
Meg. It ſhall be known. 
Nay, more, by Heay'n 'tis true! a thouſand Things 
Speak i it, beyond all Contradiction, true; 
Obſerve how brave ſhe keeps him; how he ſtands 
For ever at her beck! There's not an Hour, 
Sacred howe'er to female Privacy, 
But he's admitted ; and in open Court 
Their tell-tale Eyes hold ſoft Diſcourſe together. 
Why, why is all this? Think you ſhe's content 
To look upon him ? . 
Fha. Make it but ap 
That the has play'd tw anton with this Stripling, 
All Spain as 323 Sicily ſhall know 
Her foul diſhonour. I'll diſgrace her firſt, 
leave her to her Shame. 
g. You are reſolv'd. 
Pha. Moſt conſtantly. 
Meg. The reſt remains with me: 
I will produce fuch Proofs, that ſhe ſhall know 
I did not leave our Country, and de 
Our Spaniſh Honour and Nobility, 
To ſtand a mean Attendant in her chamber, 
With hood-wink'd Eyes, and Finger on my Lips. 
What I have ſeen, Til ſpeak ; what known, proclaim : 
Her Story ſhall be general as the Wind, 
And fly as far.—l will about it ſtrait 
Expect News from me, Pharamond, Farewell. 
[Extt. 
Pharamond 


_ 
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Pharamond alone. 


True or not true, one Way [ like this well, 
For I ſuſpect the Princeſs loves me not 
If Megra's Charge prove Malice, her own Ruin 
Muſt follow, I'm quit of her for ever: 
But if ſhe makes Suſpicions Truths, or if, 
Which were as deep Confuſion, Arethuſa 
Diſdain our profer d Union, and Philafter 
Stand foremoſt in her Heart, let Megra's Proofs 
Wear but the Semblance, and the Garb of Truth, 
19 ſhall afford me Meaſure of Revenge. 
I will look on with an indifferent Eye, 
Prepar'd for either Fortune : or to wed 
If the prove faithful, or repulſe her ſham'd. [Exit. 


Scent, the Preſence Chamber. 
Enter Dion, Cleremont, Thrafiline, Megra, and 
Galatea. 

Dion. Come, Ladies, ſhall we talk a Round ! 

Gal. Tis late. 

Meg. "Tis all. 
My Eyes will do to lead me to my Bed. 

Enter Pharamond. 
Thra. The Prince! 


Pha. Not a-bed, Ladies! You're good Sitters up. 
What think you of a pleaſant Dream, to laſt 


Till Morning ? 


Enter Arethuſa and Bellario. 
Are. "Tis well, my Lord, you're courting of Ladies. 


It not late, Gentlemen! 
Ce Yes, Madam. 
Are. Wait you there. (Exit Arethuſa 
B + eg. 
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Veg. She's jealous, as | live. Look vou, my Lord, 
"Fhe Princcts has a Boy! 
Fla. His Form is Angel like! 
Dian. Scrves he the Princels ? 
Thya. Yes. 
Dien lie a ſweet Boy ! 
Fba 1 aGies all, good Reſt : I mean to kill a Buck 
'To-inorrow lotning, ere you've done your Dreams. 
[Exit Phar. 
Meg. Al Happineſs attend your Grace! Gentlemen, 
| ge: Reſt. 
Cal. Au, Goud Night. 
[Ex. Gal. and Neg. 
Dien. Nav your Dreams be true to you ! 
V. hat ſhall we do, Gallants? Tis late. The King 
Is up ttiil. Sce, he comes, and Arerhuſa 
With him. 


Enter King, Arethuſa and Guard. 


King. Lock, your intelligence be true. 

Are. Upon my lite, it is: And 1 do hope, 
Your Fighnefs will not tie me to a Man, 
That in the Heat of Wooing throws ine off, 
And takes another. 

Dion. M. hat thou! this mean? 

King. It it be true, 
That Lady had nuch better have embrac'd 
Cureleſs Diſeaſes. Get you to your Reſt. 

| [Ex. Are. and Bel. 

You ſhall be righted. Gentlemen, draw near: 
Haſte, ſoine of you, and cunningly ditcover 
If Megra be in her Lodging. 

Cle. Sir, 
She parted hence but now with other Ladies. 
ng. | would ſpeak with her. 
Dion She's here, my Lord. 


E nter 


| 
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Enter Megra. 


King. Now, Lady of Honour, where's your Honour 
now ? 
No Man can fit your Palate, but the Prince. 
Thou troubled Sea of Sin; thou Wilderneſs, 
Inhabited by wild Affections, tell me, 
Had you none to pull on with your Courteſies 
But he that muſt be mine, and wrong my Daughter? 
By all the Gods! all theſe, and all the Court 
Shall hoot thee, and break ſcurvy Jeſts upon thee, 
Make ribald Rhimes, and fear thy Name on Walls. 
Meg. I dare, my Lord, your Hootings and your 
Clamours. 
Your private Whiſpers, and your broader Fleerings, 
Can no more vex my Soul, f pon this baſe Carriage, 
The poor Deſtruction of a Lady's Honour, 
The publiſhing the Weakneſs of a Woman. 
But I have Vengeance yet in Store for ſome, 
Shall, in the utmoſt Scorn you can have of me, 
Be Joy and Nouriſhment. 
King. What means the Wanton ? 
D'ye glory in your Shame ? 
Meg. I will have Fellows, 
Such Fellows in't, as ſhall make noble Mirth. 
The Princeſs, your dear Daughter, ſhall ſtand by me, 
On Walls, and ſung in Ballads, any thing. 
King. My Daughter? 
Meg. Yes, your Daughter, Arethuſa, 
The Glory of your Sicily, which I, 
A Stranger to your Kingdom, laugh to Scorn. 
I know her Shame, and will diſcover all; 
Nay, will diſbonour her. I know the Boy 
She kceps, a handſome Boy, about Eighreen ; 
Know what ſhe does with him, and w ere, and when. 


Come, Sir, you put me to a Woman's Madneſs, 
The Glory of a — 


King. What Boy's this 
dhe raves about ? 


Bg Meg. 
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Meg Alas, good-minded Prince! 
You know not thete things : I will make them plain. 
will not fall alone: What J have known 
Shall be as public as a Print: All Tongues 
Shall ſpeak it, as they do the Language they 
Are born in, as tree and commonly : Ill ſet it 
[ike a prodigious Star, for all to gaze at; 
And that fo Yigh and glowing, other Realms, 
Foreign and far, ſhall read it there; and then 
Behcld the Fall of your fair Princeſs too. 


King. Has ſhe a Boy? 
(.le. So, pleaſe your Grace, I've (ſeen 
A Boy wait on her, a fair Boy. 
King. Away! I'd be alone: Go, get you to your 
Quarters. 
[Exeunt. 


[ Exit, 


Manet King. 


You Gods, I fee, that who unrighteouſ] 

Hok's Wealth or State from others, ſhall be curſt 

In that which meaner Men are bleft withal : 

Ages to come ſhall know no Male of him 

Left to inherit, and his Name ſhall be 

Blotted from Earth. If he have any Child, 

It ſhall be croſsly match'd. The Gods themſelves 

Shall ſow wild Strife between her Lord and her; 

Or the ſhall prove his Curſe, who gave her Being. 

Gods ! if it be your Wills—But how can I 

Look to be heard of Gods, who mutt be juſt, 

Praying upon the Ground, I hold by Wrong ? le 
xit. 


ACT 
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SCENE, the Court. 
| Enter Philaſter. 


That I had a Sea 
Within my Breaſt, to quench the Fire I feel! 
More Circumſtances will but fan this Fire. 
It more afflicts me now, to know by whom 
This Deed is done, than fimply that tis done. 
Woman, frail Sex! the Winds that are let looſe 
From the four ſeveral Corners of the Earth, 
And fpread themſelves all over Sea and Land, 
Kits not a chaſte one! Taken with her Boy ! 
O, that, like Beaſts, we could not grieve ourſelves 
» With what we fee not! Bulls and Rams will fight 
Jo keep their Fepnales ſtanding in their Sight; 
But take em from them, and you take at once 
Their Spleens away; and they wilt fall again 
Unto their Paſtures, growing freſh and fat; 
| And taſte the Water of the Springs as ſweet 
A: twas before, finding no Start in Sleep. 
But miſerable Man—See, fee, you Gods, 
[Seeing Bellario at a Diflance. 
He walks till! and the Face, you let him wear 
When he was innocent, is ſtill the fame, 
Nat blaſted. Is this Juſtice ? Do you mean 
To intrap Mortality, that you allow 
reaſon fo ſmooth a Brow ? 


—— — — — 


Enter 
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Enter Pelluio 


] carnot now 
Think he is guilty. 
Hel. Health to you, my Lord! 
The Prince's doth commend her Love, her Life, 
Ar! this unto you. | Grves A Letter. 
i. Oh Belluria, 
Now I perceive ſhe loves me; the does ſhew it 
In hing thee, my Boy; ſh'as made thee brave. 
Hel. lv Lord, the has attired me paſt my Wiſh, 
Paft my Detert ; more fit for her Attendant, 
Tthongk far unfit for me, who do attend. 
Fi. Thou art grown courtly, Boy. O, let all Wo- 
men, [ Reads. 
That love black Deeds, learn to diſſenible here! 
Here, by this Paper ſhe does write to me, 
As if her Heart were Vines of Adamant 
Jo all the World beſides ; but, unto me 
A waiden Snow that melted with my Looks. 
Tell me. my Boy, how doth the Princels uſe thee ? 
For I ſhall guet+ her Love to me by that. 
Bel Scarce like her Servant, but as if I were 
Something allied to her, or had preſerv'd 
Her Lite three Limes by my Fidelity: 
As Mothers fond do uſe their only Sons; 
As I'd uſe one that's left unto my Truſt, 
For whom my Life ſhould pay, if he met Harm; 
So ſhe does ute ine. 
Phi. Why, this is wondrous well: 
But what kind Language does ſhe feed thee with? 
Bel. Why, the does tell me, the will truſt my Youth 
With a'l her loving Secrets ; and does call me 
Her pretty Servant ; bids me weep no more 
For leaving you; ſhe'll ſee my Services 
Rewarded ; and fuch Words of that ſoft Strain, 
That I am nearer weeping when ſhe ends | 
1 han ete ſhe ſpake. 


Phi. 


ͤU— — 
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Phi. This is much better ſtill. 

Bel. Are you not ill. my Lord? 

Phi. Ill! No, Bellurio. 

Bel. Nethinks your Words 
Fall not from off your Tongue fo evenly, 

Nor is there in your Looks that Quietneſs, 
"That I was wont to ſee. 

Phi. Thou art deceiv'd, Boy: 
And ſhe ftroaks thy Head ? 

Fel. Yes. 

Phi. And does clap thy Cheeks ? 

Rel. She does, wy Lord. 

Phi. And the does kiſs thee, Boy? ha? 

Bel. How, my Lord! 

Phi. She kiſſes thee ? 

Bel. Not fo, my Lord! 

Phi. Come, come, I know ſhe does. 

Bel. No, by my Life. h 

Phi. M hy, then, ſhe does not love me; come, ſhe does, 
I bad her do it; I charg'd her by all Charms 
Of Love between us, by the Hope of Peace 
We ſhould enjoy, to yield thee all. Delights. 

Tell me, gentle Boy, 

Is the not paſt Compare? Is not her Breath 
Sweet as Arabian Winds, when Fruits are ripe ? 
Is ſhe not all a laſting Mine of Joy? | 

Bel Ay, now I fee why my diſturbed Thoughts 
Vere fo perplext. When firit I went to her, 

My Heart held Augury ; you are abus'd ; 

Some Villain has abus d you : I do fee 

V\ hereto you tend : Fali Rocks upon his Head, 
That put this to you! 'tis ſome fubtle Train, 
To bring that noble Frame of yours to nought. 

Phi. Thou think'it, I will be angry with thee ; come, 
Thou ſhalt know all my Dritt : I hate her more 
Than | love Happineſs ; and plac'd thee there, 

To pry with narrow Eyes into her Deeds. 
Haſt thou Jiſcover'd ? Is the fall'n to Luft, 
As T would with her? Speak ſome Comfort to me. 

Bel. My Lord, you did miltake the Boy you ſent : 


38 PHILASTER. 


Had the a Sin that way, hid from the World, 
Beyond the Name of Sin, I would not aid 
Her baſe Defires ; but what I came to know 
As Servant to her, I would not reveal, 
To make my Life laſt Ages. 

Phi. Oh, my Heart ! 
This is a Salve worſe than the main Diſeaſe. | 
Tell me thy Thoughts; tor. I will know the leaſt 
That dwells within thee, or will rip thy Heart 
To know it ; I will fee thy Thoughts as plain 
As I do now thy Face. 

Bel. Why, fo you do. 
She is (for aught I know) by all the Gods, 
As chaſte as Ice; but were ſhe foul as Hell, 
And I did know it thus, the Breath of Kings, 
The Points of Swords, Tortures, nor Bulls of Braſs, 
Should draw it from me. 

Phi. Then it is no Time 
Todally with thee ; I will take thy Life, 
For I do hate thee ; I cou'd curſe thee now. 

Bel. If you do hate, you could not curſe me worle ; 
The Gods have not a Puniſhment in Store 
Greater for me, than is your Hate. 

Phi. Fie, fie! 
So young and ſo diſſembling! Tell me when 
And where thou didft poſſeſs her, or let Plagues 
Fall on me ſtrait, it I deſtroy thee not 

Bel. Heav'n knows, I never did: And when I lie 
To fave my Life, may I live long and loath'd ! 
Hew me aſunder, and, whilit I can think, 
I'll love thoſe Pieces you have cut away, 
Better than thoſe that grow; and kits thoſe Limbs, 
Becauſe you made them fo. 

Phi. Fear'it thou not Death? 
Can Boys contemnn that? 

Bel. Oh, what Boy is he 
Can be content to live to be a Man, 
That fees the beſt of Men thus paſſionate, 
_ Thus without Reafon ? 


Phi, © 
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Phi Oh, but thou doſt not know 
What tis to die. 
Bel. Yes, I do know, my Lord; 
"Tis leſs than to be born; a lalting Sleep, 
A quiet Reſting from all Jealouſy ; 
A Thing we all purſue : I know, beſides, 
It is but giving over of a Game 
That mutt be loft. 
Phi. But there are Pains, falſe Boy, 
For perjur'd Souls; think but on theſe, and then 
Thy Heart will melt, and thou wilt utter all. 
Bel. May they fall all upon me whiltt I live, 
If I be perjur'd, or have ever thought 
Of that you charge me with ! If I be falſe, 
Send me to ſuffer in thoſe Puniſhments 
You ſpeak or; kill me. 
Phi. Oh, what ſhou'd I do? 
Why, who can but believe him? He does ſwear 
So earneſtly, that if it were not true, 
"The Gods would not endure him. Riſe, Bellario ; 
Thy Proteſtations are fo deep, and thou 
Doſt look fo truly when thou uttereſt them, 
That though I know 'em falſe, as were my Hopes, 
cannot urge thee further: But thou wert 
To blame to injure me, for I muſt love 
Thy honeſt Looks, and take no Vengeance on 
Thy tender Youth: A Love from me to thee 
I; firm whate'er thou dot : It troubles me, 
That I have call'd the Blood out of thy Cheeks, 
That did fo well become them. But, good Boy, 
Let me not fee thee more: Something is done, 
That will diſtract me, that will make me mad, 
If I behold thee ; if thou tender'ſt me 
Let me not ſee thee. 
Bel. I will fly as far 
As there is Morning, ere I give Diſtaſte 
To that moſt honour d Mind. But through theſe Tears, 
Shed at my hopeleſs Parting, I can ſee 
A World of Treaſon prattis'd upon you, 
And Her, and Me. Farewcll, tor evermore ! 


— If 
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If you ſhall hear, that Sorrow ſtruck me dead, 
And after find me loval, let there be 
A Tear ſhed from you in my Memory, 
And I ſhall reſt at Peace. | [Exit Bel. 
Phi. Bleſling be with thee, | 
Whatever thou deferv'it! Oh, where ſhall I 
Go bathe this Body ? Nature, too unkind, 
That made no Medicine for a troubled Mind ! 
[Exit Philaſter. 


Scene, Arethuſa's Apartment. 
Enter Arethufa. 


Are. | marvel, my Boy comes not back again. 
But that | know my Love will queſtion him 
Over and over; how | ſlept, _ d, talk'd : 
How I remember'd him, when his dear name 
Was laſt ſpoke ! and how, when I figh'd, wept, ſung, 
And ten — fuch ! I ſhould be anrgy at his Stay. 


Enter King. 
King. What, at your Meditations! Who attends 


you ? 

Are. None but my ſingle Self; I need no Guard; 
I do no Wrong, nor fear none. 

King. Tell me, have you not a nd ? 

Ave. Yes, Sir. 

King. M kat Kird of Boy ? 

Are. A Page, a 41 - Boy. 

King A handſome Bo 

y ay I think he be — ugly; 
Well quality 'd and dutiful; 1 know him ; 
I took him not for Beauty. 

King He ſpeaks, and ſings, and plays? 

Are. Yes, Sir. 

King. About Eighteen ? 

Ave. | never aſk d his Age. 

King. Is he full of Service ? 
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Are. By your Pardon, why do you aſk ? 
King. Put him away. 
Are. Sir! | 
King. Put him away; 'has done you that good 
Service 
Shames me to ſpeak of. 
Are. Good Sir, let ine underſtand you. 
King. Ii you fear me, 
Shew it in Duty; put away that Boy. 
Are. Let me have Reaſon for it, Sir, and then 


Your Will is my Command. 


King. Do you not bluſh to aſk it? Caſt him off, 
Or I ſhall do the fame to you. You're one 
Shame with me, and ſo near unto myſelf, 
That, by my Life, I dare not tell myſelf 
V hat you have done. 
Are. What have I done, my Lord? 
King. Underſtand me well; 
There be foul Whitpers ſtirring ; caſt him off, 
And ſuddenly do it. Farewell. | 
[Exit King. 


Are. Where may a Maiden live ſecurely free, 
Keeping her Honour ſafe? Not with the Living, 
They feed upon Opinions, Errors, Dreams, 

And make em Truths: They draw a Nouriſhment 
Out ot Defamings, grow upon Diſgraces, 

And when they ſee a Virtue fortity'd 

Strongly above the Battery of their 'Tongues, 

Oh, how they caſt to fink it; and defeated 
(Soul-fick with Poiſon) ſtrike the Monuments 

W here noble Nau es lie ſleeping. 


Enter Philaſter. 


Phi. Peace to your faireſt Thoughts, my deareſt 
Nliſtretis! 
Are. Oh, my dear Servant, I have a War within me. 
Phi. He muſt be more than Man, that makes theſe 
Cryſtals 
Run into Rivers. Sweeteſt Fair, the Cauſe ; 
And 
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And as I am your Slave, tied to your Goodnets, 
Your Creature made again from what I was, 
And newly fpirited, I'll right your Honours. 

Are. Oh, my belt Love ; that Boy! 

Phi. What Boy? 

Are. Ihe pretty Boy ve me. 

Phi. What of kim? ata 

Are. Muſt be no more mine. 

Phi. Why? 

Are. They are jealous of him. 

Phi. 2 ! who? 

Are. The King. 
Phi. Oh, my — 
Then tis no idle Jealouſy. Let him go. 

Are. Oh cruel, | 
Are you hard-hearted too ? Who ſhall now tell you, 
How much I lov'd you? Who ſhall ſwear it to you, 


And weep the Tears I ſend ? Who ſhall now bring you 


Letters, Rings, Bracelets, loſe his Health in Service? 
Wake tedious Nights in Stories of your Praiſe ? 
Who now ſhall ſing your crying Elegies, 
And ſtrike a fad Soul into ſenſeleſs Pictures, 
And make them mourn? Who ſhall take up his Lute, 
And touch it, till he crown a filent Sleep 
Upon my Eyelid, making me dream and cry, 
Oh my dear, dear Philaſter. 
Phi. Oh, my Heart ! 
— he had broken thee, _ -w thee know 
is was not loyal! Miſtreſs, for 
The — Fll get . far better NE 
Are. Oh never, never, ſuch a Boy again, 
As my Bellario. 
Phi. "Tis but your fond Affection. 
Are. With thee, my Boy, farewell for ever 
All Secrecy in Servants : Farewell Faith, 
And all Defire to do well for itſelf: 
Let all that ſhall ſucceed thee, for thy Wrongs, 
Sell and betray chaſte Love? 
Phi. And all this Patlion for a Boy ? 
Are. He was your Boy ; you gave him to me, and 
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The Lofs of ſuch muſt have a Mourning for. 
Phi. O thou forgetful Woman! 
Are. How, my Lord? 
Phi. Falſe Arethu/a ! 
Haſt thou a Medicine to reſtore my Wits, 
When I have loſt em? If not, leave to talk, 
And to do thus. 
Are. Do what, Sir? Would you fleep ? 
Phi. For ever, Arethuſa. Oh, you Gods, 
Give me a worthy Patience : Have I ſtood 
Naked, alone, the Shock of many Fortunes ? 
Have I feen Miſchiefs numberlefs, and mighty, 
Grow like a Sea upon me? Have I taken 
Danger as ſtern as Death into my Bofoin, 
And laugh'd upon it, made it but a Mirth, 
And fiung it by? Do I live now like him, 
Under this Tyrant King, that languiſhin 
Hears his fad Bell, and ſees his Mourners? Do I 
Bear all this bravely, and muſt fink at length 
Under a Woman's Falſchood ? Oh, that Boy, 
That curſed Boy ! None but a villain Boy, 
To eaſe your Luſt 
Are. Nay, then I am betray'd; 
I fee] the Plot caſt for my Overthrow ; 
Oh, I am wretched. 
Phi. Now you may take that little Right I have 
To this poor Kingdom: Give it to your Boy ! 
For I have no Joy in it. Some far Place 
Where never W omankind durſt ſet her Foot, 
For burſting with her”Poiſons, muſt I ſeek, 
And live to curſe vou: 
There dig a Cave, and preach to Birds and Beaſts, 
What Woman is, and help to fave them from you. 
How Heay'n is in your Eyes, but in your Hearts 
More Hell than Hell has; how your Tongues, like 
Scorpions, 
Both heal and poiſon : how your Thoughts are woven 
With thouſand Changes in one ſubtle Web, 
And worn fo by you. How that toolith Man, 
That rcads the Story of a Woman's Face, WES 
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And dies believing it, is loſt for ever. 
How all the Good you have, is but a Shadow, 
Fth' Morning with you, and at Night behind you, 
| Paſt and forgotten. How your Vows are Froit, 
Faſt for a Night, and with the next Sun gone. 
How you are, being taken all together, 
A meer Confuſion, and fo dead a Chaos, 
That Love cannot diſtinguiſn. Theſe fad Texts, 
Till my laſt Hour, I am bound to utter of you. 
So farewell all my Woe, all my Delight! 
[Exit. 

Are. Be merciful, ve Gods, and ſtrike me dead; 
What way have I deferv'd this? Make my Breaſt 
Tranſparent as pure Cryſtal, that the World, 

ealous of me, may ſee the fouleſt Thought 

y Heart holds. Where ſhall a Woman turn her E 

To find out Conftancy? Save me, how black, 


Enter Bellario. 


And guiltily, methinks, that Boy looks now ? 
Oh thou Diſſembler, that, before thou ſpak'ft, 
Wert in thy Cradle falſe! Sent to make Les, 
And betray Innocents; thy Lord and thou 
May glory in the Aſhes of a Maid 
Fool'd by her Paſſion; but the Conqueſt is 
Nothing ſo great as wicked. Fly away, 
Let my Command force thee to that, which Shame 
Should do without it. If thou underſtood(ft 
The loathed Office thou haſt undergone, 
Why, thou wouldſt hide thee under Heaps of Hills, 
Leff Men ſhould dig and find thee. 

Bel. Oh what God, 
Angry with Men, hath ſent this ſtrange Diſeaſe 
Into the nobleſt Minds? Madam, this Grief 
You add unto me is no more than Drops 
To Seas, for which they are not ſeen to ſwell ; 
My Lord hath ftruck his Anger through my Heart, 
And let out all the Hope of tuture Joys : 
You nced not bid me fly; I came to part, 


To 
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To take my lateſt Leave. 

durſt not run away in Honefty, 

From ſuch a Lady, like a Boy that ſtole, 

Or made ſome grievous Fault. Farewell! The Gods 

Aſſiſt vou in your Suff rings! Haſty Tune 

Reveal the Truth to your abuted Lord, 

And mine; that he may know your Worth! Whilſt I 

Go ſeck out ſome forgotten Place to die. 10 

; xit. 
Are. Peace guide thee! thou haſt overthrown me 
once, 

Yet, if I had another Heaven to loſe, 

Thou, or another Villain, with thy Looks, 

Might talk me out of it. 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. Nadam, the King would hunt, and calls for you 
With Larneſtneſs. 

Are. lam in Tune to hunt! 
Diana, if thou cantt rage with a Maid, 
As with a Man, let me diicover thee 
Bathing, and turn me to a feartul Hind, 
That I may die purſu'd by cruel Hounds, 
And have my Story written in my Wounds. 

[ Exeunt 


ACT 
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ACT Ww SSCENY L 


SCENE, ae end. 
Enter Philaſter. 


H. that I had been nouriſh'd in theſe Woods 
With Milk of Goats, and Acorns and not known 

The Right of Crowns, nor the difſembling Trains 
Of Womens Looks; but digg'd myſelf a Cave, 
Where I, my Fire, my Cattle, and wy Bed, 
Might have been ſhut together in one Shed; 
And then had taken me fome Mountain Girl, 
Beaten with Winds, chaſte as the harden'd Rocks 
Whereon ſhe dwells ; that might have ftrew'd iy Bed 
With Leaves, and Reeds, with the Skins of Beaſts 
Our Neighbours ; and have borne at her big Breaſts 
My large coarſe liſue! This had been a Litc 
Free from Vexation. 


Enter Bellario. 


Bel. Oh, wicked Men! 
An Innocent may walk tate among Beaſts ; 
Nothing aſſaults me here. See, my griev'd Lord 
Looks as his Soul were ſearching out the Way 
Lo leave his Body. Pardon me, that muſt 
Break thro' thy laſt Command; for I muſt ſpeak : 
You that are griev'd, can pity ; hear, my Lord. 
Phi. Is there a Creature yet fo miterable, 
That I can pity? 
Bel. Oh, my noble Lord, 
View my flrange Fortune, and beſtow on me, 
According 
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According to your Bounty (if my Service 
Can merit nothing) ſo much as may ferve 
To keep that little Piece I hold of Life 
From Cold and Hunger. 
Phi. Is it thou? Be gone: 
Go, ſell thoſe miſbeſeeming Cloaths thou wear'it, 
And feed thyſelf with them. 
Bel. Alas! my Lord, I can get nothing for them: 
The filly Country People think, 'tis Treaton 
To touch ſuch gay Things. 
Phi. Now, by my Lite, this is 
Unkindly done, to vex me with thy Sight ; 
Thou'rt fall'n again to thy difiembling Trade: 
How ſhouldſt thou think to cozen me again? 
Remains there yet a Plague untry'd for me ? 
Even fo thou wepr'ſt, and look'd'it, and ſpok ' ſt, when firſt 
took thee up: Curſe on the Time ! It thy 
Commanding Tears can work on any other, 
Ute thy old Art, Fl not betray it. Which 
Way wilt thou take ? that I may ſhun thee ; for 
Thine Eyes are Poiſon unto mine; and I 
Am loth to grow in Rage. This Way, or that Way? 
Bel. Any will ferve. But I will chuſe to have 
That Path in Chace that leads unto my Grave. 


[Exeunt ſeverally. 
Enter Dion and the Woodmen. 


Dion. This is the ſtrangeſt ſudden Chance ! You, 
Woodman !— 
1 M bod. My Lord Dion.— 
Dion. Saw you a Lady come this Way on a fable 
Horſe ſtudded with Stars of White? 
2 Word. Was ſhe not young and tall? 
Dion. Ves; Rode the to the Wood, or to the Plain? 
2 Mod. Faith, my Lord, we faw none. 
| [ Exeunt Wood. 
Dian. Pox of your Queſtions then! 
Enter 
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Enter Cleremont. 


What, is ſhe found? 

Cle. Nor will be, I think. There's already a thou- 
ſand fatherleſs Tales amongtt us; ſo:ne fav, her Horſe 
run away with her; ſome a Wolf purtued her; others, 
it was a Plot to kill her; and that armed Men were | 
ſeen in the Wood: But, queſtionleſs, ſhe rode away 
willingly. 


Enter King, and Thraſiline. 


King. Where is the ? 

Cle. Sir, I cannot tell. 

King. How is that! 

Sir, ſpcak you where ſhe is. 

Dien. Sir, | do not know. 

King. You have betray'd me, you have let me loſe 
The Jewel of my Life : go, bring her me, | 
And ſet her here before me; tis the King | 
Will have it ſo. Alas ! what are we Kings ? 

Why do you, Gods, place us above the reſt; 

To be ferv'd, flatter'd, and adot d, till we 

Believe we hold within our Hands your Thunder ; 

And when we come to try the Pow'r we have, 
There's not a Leaf ſhakes at our Ihreatenings. 

I have finn'd, tis true, and here ſtand to be punilh'd ; 
Yet would not thus be punith'd. 


Enter Pharamond, Galatea, and Megra. 


King. What, is ſhe found? | 
Pha. No, we have ta'en her Horſe. | 
He gallop'd empty by ; there is tome Treaſon : 
You, Galatea, rode with her into the Wood; 
Why left you her? 
Gal. She did command me. 
King. You're all cunning to obey us for our Hurt ; 
But I will have her. 


Run 


e 
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Run all, diſperſe yourſelves : The Man that finds her, 
Or (if ſhe be kill'd) the Traitor; I'll make bim great. 
Pha. Come, let us ſeek. 
King. Each Man a ſeveral Way ; here I myſelf. 
[ Exeunt. 


Another Part of the Il vad. 
Enter Arethuſa. 


Are. Where am I now ? Feet, find me out a Way, 
Without the Counſel of my troubled Head; 
I'll follow you boldly about theſe Woods, 
O'er Mountains, thorough Brainbles, Pits, and Floods : 
Heaven, I hope, will cate me. I am fick. 


Enter Bellario. 
Bel. Yonder's my Lady; Heav'n knows, I want 


nothing, 

Becauſe I do not wiſh to live ; yet I 
Will try her Charity. O hear, you that have Plenty, 
And from that flowing Store, drop ſome on dry 
The fend rn Me fi 

e lively is gone to d her t; Me ſaints). 
| tear, ſhe fins. Madam, look up; the breathes not; 
Open once more theſe roly Twins, and fend 
Unto my Lord, your lateſt Farewell ; Oh, ſhe ſtirs: 
How 1s it, Madam ? 

Are. "Tis not gently done, 
To put me in a miſerable Life, 
And hold me there ; I pray thee, let me go, 
I thall do beſt without thee ; I am well. 


Enter Philaſter. 


Phi. I am to blame to be ſo much in Rage: 
TI tell her coolly, when, and where I heard 
This killing Truth. I will be temperate 
ln ſpeaking, and as juſt 8 it, 
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Oh monſtrous ! (ſeeing them) Tempt me not, ye Gods ! 
good Gods, ; ; 

Tempt not a trail Man ! what's he, that has a Heart, 
But he mutt eaſe it here? 

Bel. Ny Lord, help the Princeſs. 

Are. | am well, forbear. 

Phi. Let me love Lightening, let me be embrac'd 
And kits'd by Scorpions, or adore the Eyes 
Of Baſiliſks, rather than truſt the Tongues, 
Of Hell-bred Women! Some good Gods look down, 
And ſhrink thefe Veins up! ſtick me here a Stone, 
L afting to Ages in the Memory 
Of this damn'd Act! Hear me, you wicked Ones! 
You have put Hills of Fire into this Breaſt, 
Not to be quench'd with Tears; for which may Guilt 
Sit on your Boſoms! at your Meals, and Beds, 
Defpair await you ! What, before my Face? 
Poiton of Aſps between your Lips! Diſeaſes 
Be your beſt lſſues! Nature make a Curſe, 
And throw it on you ! 

Are. Dear Phila?er, leave 
To be enrag'd, and hear me. 

Phi. I have done; 
Forgive my Paſſion. Not the calm'd Sea, 
When Talus locks up his windv Brood, 
Is lefs diiturb'd than I. Il make you know it. 
Dear Arethuſa, do but take this Sword, 
And fearch how temperate a Heart I have; 
Then you, and this your Boy, may live and reign 
In Luſt, without Controul. Wilt thou, Bellario ? 
I prithee, kill me; thou art poor, and mayſt 
Nouriſh ambitious Thoughts, when I am dead: 
This Way were freer. 

Are. Kill you! | 

Bel. Not for a World. 

Phi. I blame not thee, 
Bellario ; thou haſt done but that which Gods 
Would have transform'd themſelves to do! be gone, 
Leave me without Reply ; this is the laſt 
Of all our Meeting. Kill me with this Sword! 
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Be wiſe, or worſe will follow ; we are Two 
Earth cannot bear at once. Reſolve to do, or ſuffer. 
Are. It my Fortunes be ſo good to let me fall 
Upon thy Hand, I ſhall have Peace in Death. 
Yet tell me this, will there be no Slunders, 
No Jealoufics in the other World, no Ill there? 
Phi. No. 
Are. Shew me then the Way. 
Phi. Then guide 
My feeble Hand, you that have Pow'r to do it ! 
For I muſt perform a Piece of Juſtice. If your Youth 
Have any Way offended Heav'n, let Pray'rs 
Short and effeQual reconcile you to it. 


Enter a Country Fellow. 


Coun. Fl fee the King if he be in the Foreſt ; I have 
hunted him theſe two Hours; if I ſhould come home 
and not fee him, my Siſters would laugh at me. 
There's a Courtier with his Sword drawn, by this 
Hand, upon a Woman, I think. 

Are. I am prepar'd. 

Phi. Are you at Peace ? 

Are. With Heav'ns and Earth. 

Phi. May they divide thy Soul and Body! 

Coun. Hold, Daſtard! offer to ſtrike a Woman! 

(preventing him.) 

Phi. Leave us, good Friend. 

Are. W hat ill-bred Man art thou, to intruile thyſelf 
Upon our private Sports, our Recreation? 

Cæun. I underſtand you not; but I know the Knave 
wou'd have hurt you. 

Phi. Purſue thy own Affairs; it will be ill 
To multiply Blood upon my Head, which thou wilt 

force me to. 

Coun. I know not your Rhetorick ; but I can lay it 
on, if you offer to touch the Woman. 

Phi. Slave, take what thou deſerv'it. 


They fight. 
Are. Heav'ns guard my Lord! * 
C 2 


Bel. 
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Bel. Camanner'd Boor !—my Lord !— 
Inter poſing. is wounded. 
Phi. I hear the Tread of People: I am hurt. 
The Gods take Part againſt me, cou'd this Boor 
Have held me thus elle? I nwſt ſhift for Life, | 


Though I do loath it. 
[Exit Phil. and Bel. 
Coun. I cannot follow the Rogue. | 


Fater Pharamond, Dion, Cleremont, Thrafiline, and 
| boden. 


—— — 


Pha. What art thou? 
Coun. Almoſt killd J am for a fooliſh Woman; a | 
Knave would have hurt her. | 
Pha. The Princeſs, Gentlemen ! 
Dion, "Tis above Wonder? Who ſhould dare do this? 
Pha. Speak, Villain, who would have hurt the 
Princeſs ? | 
Coun. Is it the Princeſs? 
Dion. Ay. 
Coun. Then I have ſeen ſomething yet. 
Pha. But who would have burt her ? 
Coun. I told you, a Rogue; I ne er faw him before, I 
Pha. Madam, who was it ? 
Are. Some diſhoneſt Wretch ; 
Alas! I know him not, and do forgive him. 
Coun. He's hurt himſelf, and foundly too, he can- 
11 made my Father's old Fox fly about his 
8. 
Pha. How will you have me kill him? | 
Are. Not at all, 
"Tis ſome diſtracted Fellow. 
If you do take him, bring him quick to me, 
And I will ſtudy for a Puaiſhment, 1 
Great as his Fault. | 
Pb I Will. | 
Are. But ſwear. 
Pha. By all my Love, I will: 
Woodmen, conduct the Princeſs to the King, 


An d 


* 7 


nd 
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And bear that wounded Fellow unto drefling : 
Come, Gentlemen, we'll follow the Chaſe cloſe. 
[Ex. Are. Pha. Dion. Cle. Thra. and 1 Woodman. 
Coun. | pray you, Friend, let me fee the King. 
2 Wed. That you ſhall, and receive Thanks. 


Coun. If I get clear of this, I'll go fee no more gay 
Sights. [ Exeunt 


Scene, a nother Part of the Wood. 
Enter Bellario, with a Scarf. 


Bel. Yes, I am hurt; and would to Heav'n it were 
A Death's Wound to me! I am faint aad weak 
With loſs of Blood: My Spirits ebb a-pace : 

A Heavineſs near Death fits on my Brow, 

And I muſt fleep : Bear me, thou gentle Bank, 
For ever, if thou wilt, you ſweet Ones all. 

Let me unworthy preſs you: I cou'd with, 

I rather were a Corſe ſtrew'd over with you, 

Than quick above you. Dulneſs ſhuts mine Eyes, 
And I am giddy. Oh! that I could take 

So found a Sleep, that I might never wake. 


Enter Philaſter. 


Phi. I have done ill; my Conſcience calls me falſe. 
What ftrike at her, that would not ſtrike at me! 
When I did fight, methought, I heard her pray 
The Gods to guard me. She nuy be abus'd, 
And I a loathed Villain: If ſhe be, 
She'll not diſcover me; the Slave has Wounds, 
And cannot follow, neither knows he me. 
Who's this? Bellaris ſleeping ! If thou beet ; 
Guilty, there is no Juſtice that thy Sleep 
Should be fo found ; and mine, whom thou haft wrong'd, 
So broken. . 
Be! Who is there? My Lord Philaſter ! 
[1 Cry within. 
C 3 Hark! 
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Hark ! You are purſu'd, fly, fly, my Lord ! and fave 

Yourſelf 
Phi. How's this! wonld'ſt Thou I ſhould be fate ? 
Re). Fife were it vain for me to live; oh ſeize, 

My Lord, this offer'd Means of your Eſcape ! 

"The Princefs, Jam fure, will ne'er reveal you; 

Ther have no Mark to know vou. but your Wounds ; 

I, coming in betwixt the Boor and you, 

Was weunded tog. To ſtay the Lofs of Blood 

I did bind on this Scarf, which thus 

i tear awav. Flv! and 'twill be believ'd 

"I'was I affiiFd the Piinceſs. 

Phi. O Heavens ! 

What hat thou done? Art thou then true to me? 

Bet. Or let me pe:ith loath'd ! Come, my good 
Lord, 

Creep in amongſt thoſe Puſhes : Who does know, 

But that the Gods may fave your much-lov'd Breath? 
Fi. Oh, I all die for Grief! What wilt thou do? 
Bel. Shitt for my{cif well: Peace, I hear em come! 
Mithin. Follow, follow, follow; that Way they 

went. ; 
Bel. With my own Wounds Ill bloody my own 
Sword! 
I need not counterteit to fall; Heav'n knows 
That | can ftand no longer. 


Enter Pharamond, Dion, Cleremont, Thrafiline, &fc. 


Fla To TX Place we have track'd him by his 
ood. 
Ce. Vonder, my Lord, creeps one away. 
Dion. Stay, Sir, what are you ? 
Bel. A wretched Creature wounded in theſe Woods 
Py Beaſts! relieve ne, it your Names be Men, 
Or I ſhall perith! | 
Dion. This is he, my Lord, 
Upon m Soul, affail'd her; tis the Boy, 
1 at wicked Boy, that ferv'd her. 
Iba. O thou damn'd 
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In thy Creation! What Cauſe could'ſt thou ſhape 
To hurt the Princeſs ? 

Bet. Then I am betray'd. 

Dion. Betray'd ! no, apprehended. 

Bel. | confeſs. 
Urge it no more, that, big with evil Thoughts, 
I ſet upon her. and did make my Aim 
Her Death. For Charity, let fall at once 
The Punithment you mean, and do not load 
This weary Fleſh with Tortures ! 

Pha. I will know 
Who hir'd thee to this Deed. 

Bel. My own Revenge. 

Pha. Revenge, for what ? 

Bel. It pleas'd her to receive 
Me as her Page, and, when my Fortunes ebb'd, 
That men ſtrid o'er them careleſs, ſhe did ſhower 
Her welcome Graces, on me, and did ſwell 
My Fortunes, till they overflow'd their Banks, 
'Threatning the Men that croſt em; when, as ſwift 
As Storms arite at Sca, ſhe turn'd her Eyes 
To burning Suns upon me, and did dry 
The Streams ſhe had beſtow'd ? leaving me worſe, 
And more contemn'd than other little Brooks, 
Becauſe I had been great: In ſhort, I knew 
I could not live, therefore did deſite 
To die reveng'd. 

Pha If Tortures can be found. 
Long as thy natural Life, prepare to ſeel 
The utmott Rigour. 

Cle. Help to lead him hence. 


Philaſter comes forth. 


Phi. Turn back vou Ravithers of Innocence? 


Know ve the Price of that you bear away 
So rudely ? 


Pha. Who's that ? 
Dion. "Tis the Lord Philaſter. 
Phi. Tis not the Treaſure of all Kings in one, 
The Wealth of Tagus, nor the Rocks of Pearl 
C 4 
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"That pave the Court of Veprune, can weigh down 
That Virtue. It was I affail'd the Princes 
Place me, tome God. upon a Piramis, 
Higher than Hills of Earth, and lend a Voice 
Loud as your "Thunder to me, that from thence 
may diicourſe to all the Under-worl] 
The Werth that dwells in him ! 
Pha How's this * 
Bel. lx Lord, fome Man 
Vearv of Life, that would be glad to die. 
Fhi. Leave theſe untimely courteſies, Bellarin. 
Fel Alas ! he's mad ! come, will vou lead me on? 
Fi By all the Oaths that Men ought moſt to keep, 
And Gocs do punith moſt, when Men do break 
He touch d her not. Take Heed, Bella“ ie, 
How thou dott drown the Virtues, thou haſt ſhown, 
With Perjury. By all that's good, 'twas I : 
You know, the ſtood betwixt me and iny Right. 
Pla. Thy own Tongue be thy Judge. 
Cle It was Philaſter. 
Dion. I:'t not a brave Boy? 
Well, Sirs, I fear we, we are all d:ceiv'd 
Fi. Have I no Friend here? 
Dien Yer 
Phi. Then ſhew it; ſome 
Good Body lend a Hand to draw us nearer. 
V. ovid you have Tears ſhed for you when you die, 
"Then lay me gently on his Neck, that there 
| mav weep Flonds, Aer lad bin tt Bellario] and 
:eathe out my Spirit: 
is not the Wealth of Flutus, nor the Gold 
T.ock'd in the Heart of Earth can buy away 
Thi: Arm-tull from me, You hard-hcarted Veen, 
Viore ſtom than theſe Mountains, can you fee 
Such clear pure Blood drop, and not cut vour Fleth 
To itop hi- Lite? To bind whoſe bitter Wounds, 
Queens dught to tear theit Hair, and with their Tears 
Bathe 'em. Forgive me, thou that art the Wealth 
Ot poor Philajter. | 
N a Enter 


PHILASTER. 37 


Enter King, Acethufa, and a Guard. 


Kine. Is the Villain ta'en. 
Pha. Sir, here be two confeſs the Deed ; but ſay it was 
Philafter. 
Fhi. Queſtion it no more, it was. 
King. Ihe Fellow, that did fight with him, will tell us. 
Are. Ah me! I know he will. 
King. Did not you know him ? 
Are. No, Sir ; it it was he, he was diſguiſed. 
Phi. | was fo. Oh my Stars! that I thould live (till. 
King. Thou ambitious Fool ! 
'T hou, that haſt laid a Train for thy own Lite ; 
Now I do mean to do, I'll leave to talk. 
Bear him to Priſon. 
Are. Sir, they did plot together to take hence 
This harmleſs Life? Should it paſs unreveng'd, 
| ſhould to Earth go weeping : Grant me then 
(By all the Love a Father bears his Child) 
Ihe Cuſtody of both, and to appoint 
Their Tortures, and their Death. 
King. Lis granted: Take em to you, with a Guard, 
Come, Princely Pharamond, this Buſineſs paſt, 
We may with more Security go on 
'To your intended Match. 


[Exeunt. 
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Scene, the Palace. 


Enter Philaſler, Arethuſa, and Bellario. 


Are. AY, dear Philuſter, grieve not! we are 
well. 
Be!. Nay, good my Lord, forbear ; we are wond'rous 


well. 

Phi. Oh Arethuſa! O Bellaris! leave to be kind: 
I ſhall be ſhot from Heav'n, as now from Earth, 
If you continue fo. I am a Man, 
Falſe to a Pair ol the moſt truſty ones 
"That ever Earth bore. Can it bear us all? 
Forgive, and leave me! but the King hath ſent 
J call me to my Death: Oh thew it me, 
And then forget me. And for thee, my Boy 
U thalt deliver Words wil! mollify 
'The Hearts of Beaſts, to fpare thy Innocence. 

Bel. Alas, wy Lord, my Lite is not a Thing 
V\ orthy your noble Thoughts; tis not a Lite, 

is but a Piece of Childhood thrown away : 

Should I owt-live you, I ſhould then out-live 
\ irtue and Honour ; and, when that Day comes, 
[i ever I ſhall cloſe theſe Eves but once, 
Vay I hive ſpotted for my erjury, 
And vatte my Limbs to nothing ! 

Are. And I (the wofui'tt Maid that ever was, 
Fuic'i with ry Hands to bring my Lord to Death) 
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Do by the Honour of a Virgin ſwear, 
To te!l no Hours bevond it. 
Phi. Xlake me not hated fo. 
People will tear me, when they find vou true 
To ſuch a Wretch as I; I ſhall die hach. d. 
Enjoy your Kingdoms peaceallly. whilſt ! 
For ever fleep forgotten with my Faults. 
Ev'ry juſt Servant, ev'ry Maid in Love, 
Will have a Piece of me, it you be true. 
Are. Ny dear Lord, fay not fo. 
Bel. A Piece of you! 
He was not horn of Woman that can cut 
It and look on. 
Phi. Take me in Tears betwixt vou. | 
For elſe my Heart will break with Shame and Sorrow. 
Are. Why. tis well, 
Bel. Lament no more. 
Phi. W hat wou'd you have done 
If you had wrong d me baſcly, and had found 
My Life no Price, compar'd to your's? For Love, 
Sirs, 
Deal with me plainly. 
Rel. "Twas miſtaken, Sir, 
P'\; Why, if it were? 
Bel. Then, Sir, we would have aſk'd you Pardon. 
Phi. And have Hope to enjoy it ? 
Are. Enjoy it! a 
Phi. Would vou, indeed ? be plain. 
Bel We would, my Lord. 
Phi. Forgive me then. 
Are So, to. 
Bel "Tis as it ſhould be now. 
Phi. Lead to my Death. | [Exernt. 


Scene, the Preſence Chamber. 


Enter King, Dion, Clecemoat, and Thrafiline. 


King. Gentlemen, who ſaw the Prince? 
Cle. So pleaſe you, Sir he's gone to ſce the City, 
And the new Platiorm, with ſome Gentlemen 
Attending 
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Attending on him. 
Ring. is the Princets ready 
To bring her P. iſoner out? 
Thra. She waits your Grace. 
King. Lell her we itay. 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


Mef. Where's the King? 

King. Here. 

ef. to veur Strength, O King. 
An refcue the Prince Pharamond from Danger? 
He's taken Priſoner by the Citizens, 


Fearing the Lord Philaſter. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Arm, arm, O King, the City is in Mutiny, 
I ed by an old grey Rufhan, who comes on 
In Reſcue of the Lord Phila/er. Exit. 
King. Away to th' Citadel? T'll fee them fafe, 
And then cope with theſe Burghers : Let the Guard 
And all the Gentlemen give ſtrong Attendance. 
(Exit King. 
Manent Dion, Cleremont, Thraſiline. 

Cle. The City up! This was above our \\ tithes. 

Dion. Well, uy dear Countrvmen, if you continue, 
and fall not back upon the fir it broken Shin, I'll have you 
chronicled, and chroniclec, and cut and chronicled, and 
ſung in all-to-be-prais'd Sonnets, and grav'd in new brave 
Ballads, that all Tongues thall troule you in Secula Sæcu- 
lorum, my kind Can- carriers. | 

Thra. What if a Toy take 'emi'th' Heels now, and 
thev all tun away, and cry, the Devil take the Hind- 
malt ? 

Dion. Then the ſame Devil take the Foremoſt too, 
and fowce him for his Break faft ! If they all prove Cow- 
ards, wy Curſes fly among them and be ſpeeding! May 
they have Niurrains reign to keep the Gentlemen at 
home, unbound in eaſy Freeze! May the Moths * 
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their Velvets! May their falſe Lights undo em, and 
diſcovetr Preſſes, Holes, Stains, and Oldneſs in their 
Stutfs, and make them Shop-rid ! May they keep M hores 
and Horſes, and break ; and live mewed up with Necks 
of Beef and Turnips*? May they have many Children, 
and none like the tather ! May they know no Language 
but that Gibberiſh they prattle to their Parcels, 
unleſs it be the Gothick Latin they write in their 
Bonds, and may they write that falſe, and loſe their Debts! 


Enter the King. 


King. "Tis Philafter, 
None but Philaſter mutt allay this Heat 
They will not hear me ſpeak ; but call me Tyrant. 
My Daughter and Bellario too declare, 
Were he to die, that they would both die with him. 
Oh run, dear Friend, and bring the Lord Philaſter ; 
Speak him fair; call him Prince; do him all 
The Courteſy you can; commend me to him. 
have al:eady given Orders for his Liberty. 

Cle. My Lord, he's kere. 


Enter Philaſter. 


King. O worthy Sir, forgive me ; do not make 
Your \liferies and my Faults meet together, 
To bring a greater Danger. Be yourteif, 
Still found amongſt Diteaſes. I have wrong'd you, 
And though I find it laſt, and beaten to it, 
Let hrit your Goodnefs know it. Calm the People, 
And be what you were born to: Take your Love, 
And with her wy Repentance, and my Wiſhes, 
And all my Pray'rs : By th' Gods, my Heart ſpeaks this : 
And it the lealt fall from me not pectorm'd, 
May I be ſtruck with Thunder! 
Fi. Mighty Sir, 
[ will not do your Greatneſs ſo much Wrong, 
As not to make your Word Truth; free the Princeſs 
And the poor Boy, and let me ſtand the Shock of 
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Of this wad Sea-breach, which I'll either turn 
Or periſh with it. 


King. Let your own Word free them. 
Phi. Then thus I take wy lee, king vour Hand, 
And hanging on your Ro; al Wor : Be kingly, 


And be not mov'd, Sir; I all * vou Peace, 
Or never bring mvfelt back. 
King. All the Gods go with thee ! 
[ Exeunt, 


Scene, a Street in the City. 
Enter an all Captain and Citizens with Pharamond. 


Cap. Come, my brave Myrmidons, let us fall on, 
Let our Caps ſwarm, wv Boys, e 
And your nimble Tongues torget your Mothers 
Gibberith, of what do vou ack, and ſet your Mouths 
Up, Children, till vour Pallats fall frighted halt a 
Fathom, paſt the Cure of Bay-falt and grots Pepper, 
And then cry Phila/ter, brave Philaſter. 

All Philafter ! Philalter ! 

Cap. How do you like this, my Lord Prince? 

Pha. You will not ſee me murder'd, wicked Villains ? 


Enter Philaſter. 
All. Long live Phi. „er, the brave Prince Phil:ifter ? 


Phi | thank. vou, Gentlemen; but why are theſe 
Rude V eapons broug! ht abroad, to teach yuur Hands 
Uncivil Traces ? 

Cat. My Roval Refic lear, 

We are thy Vyrmicons, thy Guard, thy Roarers ; E 
And when thy noble Boe v is in Durance, 

1] hus do we clap our nity Viurrions _ 

And trace the Streets in 'Ferror : leit Peace, 
Thou Vars of Men: Is the King {ociable, 

And hids thee live ? Art thou above thy Foemen, 
And free as Pherhus ? Speak; if not, this Stand 

O Royal Blood ſhall be abroach, a tilt, and run 
Even to thee Lees of Henour. 


Fhi 
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Phi. Hold and be fatisfied ; I am myſelf, 


Free as my Thoughts are; by the Gods, I am. 

Cap. Art thou the dainty Dorling of the King ? 
Art thou the Hy/as to our Hercule, ? 
Is the Court navigable, and the Preſence ſtuck 
With Flags of Friend{kip ? It not, we are thy Caſtle, 
And this Man flee ps. 

Phi. I am what i defire to be, your Friend ; 
I am what I was born to be, vour Prince. 

Pha. Sir, "There is fome Humanity in you; 
You have a noble Soul; forget my Name, 
And know mv Niiery ; fet me fate aboard 
From theſe wild Canibals, and, as I live, 
III quit this Land tor ever. 

Phi. I do pity you: Friends, difcharge your Fears: 
Deliver me the Prince. 
Good, my Friends, go to your Houſes, and by me have 
Your Pardons, and wy Love; 
And know, there thall be nothing in my pour 
You may detcive, but vou thall have your Withes. 

Al!. Long may'ſt thou live, brave Prince! 
Brave Prince! brave Prince ! 

[ Fxeunt Phi. and Pha. 

Cap Go thy Ways; thou art the King of Courtely : 
Wall off again, my fweet Youths ; come, and every Man 
trace to his Houſe again, and hang his Pewter up; then 
to the Tavern, and bring vour Wives in Mufts: We 
will have Viuſick, and the red Grape thall make us 


dance, and riſe, Boys. [ Exeunt. 
Scene changes to the Court. 


Enter King. Arethuſa, Galatea, Megra, c 
Dion, Thrafiline, Bellas io, and Attenalunts. 


King. Is it appens'd : 

Dion. Sir, ail is quiet as the Dead of Night, 
As peaceable as Sleep : My Lord Philaſter 
Brings on the Prince hiunelt. 


King. Kind Gentleman ! 
I will 
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I will not break the leaſt Word I have giv'n 
In Promiſe to him. I have heap'd a World 
Of Griet upon his Head, which yet, I hope, 
To wath away. 


Enter Philaſter and Pharamond. 


Cle. My Lord is come. 
King. My Son! 
Bleſt be the Lime, that I have Leave to call 
Such Virtue mine ! Now thou art in mine Arms, 
Methinks I have a Salve unto my Breaſt 
For all the Stings that dwell there : Streams of Grief 
That I have wrong'd thee, and as much of Joy 
That I repent it, iſſue from mine Eyes: 
Let them appeaſe thee ; take thy Right ; take her, 
She is thy Right too, and forget to urge 
My vexed foul with that I diu before. 
Phi. Sir, it is blotted from my Memory, 
Paſt and forgotten : For you, — of Spain, 
Whom | have thus redeem'd, you have full Leave 
To make an honourable Voyage home. 
And if you would go furniſh'd to your Realin 
With fair Proviſion, I do tee a Lady, 
Methinks, would gladly bear you Company. 
Meg. Shall I then alone 
Be made the Mark of Obloquy and Scorn ? 
Can Shame remain perpetually in me, 
And not in others? or have Princes Salves 
'To cure ii] Names, that nicaner People want? 
Phi. What mean you? 
Meg. You m uſt get another Ship 
To bear the Princets and the Boy together. 
Dion. How now! ä 
Meg. | have already publiſh'd both their Shames. 
Ship us all four, my Lord; we can endure 
Weather and Wind alike. 
King. Clear thou thyfelf, or know not me for Father. 
Are. Tis Earth, how falſe it is! What Means is left 
For me to clear myfcif ? It lies in your Belicf. 


My 
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My I.ords, believe me, and let all things elſe 


Struggle together to diſhonour me 

Bel. O ſtop your Ears, great ws, that I may ſpeak 
As Freedom would: "Then I will call this Lady 
As bate as be her Actions. Hear me, Sir; 

Believe your heated Blopd when it rebels 
Againſt your Reaton, fooner than this Lady. 

Phi. "Uhis Lady? I wiil fooner truſt the Wind 

With Feathers, or the troubled Sea with Pearl, 
Than her with any thing: Believe her not! 
Why. think you, it I did believe her Words, 

| would outlive em? Honour cannot take 
Revenge on you; then what were to be known 
But Death ? 

King. Forget her, Sir, fince all is knit 
Between us: But I muſt requeſt of 
One Favour, and will ſadly be deni 

Phi. Command, whate'er it be. 

King. Swear to be true 
To what you promiſe. | 

Phi. By the Pow'rs above, 

L er it not be the Death of her or him, F 
And it is granted. 5 

King. Bear away the Boy 
To Torture. I will have her clear'd or buried. 

Fhi. O, let me call my Words back, worthy Sir; 
Aſk ſomething elſe : Bury my Lite and Right 
In one poor Grave ; but do not take away 
My Lite and Fame at once. 

King. Away v.ith him, it ftands irrevocable. 

Bel. O kill me, Gentlemen! 

Dion. No, help, Sirs. 

Bel. Will you torture me? 

King. Haile there ; why ſtay you? 

Bel Then I thall not break my Vow, 

Yeu know, juſt Gods, though I diſcover all. 

King. How's that? Will he confeſs ? 

Dion Sir, fo he ſays. 

King. Speak then. 

Bel. Great King, if you command 
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This Lord to talk with me alone, my Tongue, 
Urg'd by my Heart, ſhall utter all the Thoughts 
My Youth hath known, and ſtranger Things than theſe 
You hear not often. 

King. Walk atide with hun. 

[Dion and Bel. walk afide together. 

Dian. Why ſpeak'it thou not ? 

Bel. Know you this Face, my Lord ? 

Dian. No. 

Bel. Have you not ſeen it, nor the like? 

Dian. Yes, I have ſeen the like, but readily + 
I know not where. 

Bel. J have been often told 

In Court, of one Eupbraſia, a Lady, 
And Daughter to vou; betwixt whom and me, 
They, that would flatter my bad Face, would ſwear 
"There was ſuch ſtrange Reſcmblance, that we two 
Could not be known afunder, Creſt alike. 

Dion. By Heav'n, and fo there is. 

Bel. For her fair Sake, 

Who now doth ſpend the Spring-time of her Life 
In holy Pilgrimage, move to the King, 
That I may ſcape this Torture. | 

Dion. But thou ſpeak'ft 
As like Euphraſia, as thou do'ft look. 

How came it to thy Knowledge that ſhe lives 
In Pilgrimage? 

Bel. I know it not, my Lord. 

But I have heard it, and do ſcarce believe it. 

Dion. Oh, wy Shame, is it poflible ? Draw near, 
That I may gaze upon thee : Art thou the ? 

Or elſe her Murderer 2 Where wert thou born? 

Bel. In Siracuſa. 

Dion. What's thy Name ? 

Bel. Eunbraſia. 

Dion. "Tis juſt; tis ſhe ; now I do know thee ; Oh 
That thou hadſt died, and I had never ſeen 
'Thee nor my Shame. | 

Bel. Would I had died, indeed! I wiſh it too; 
And io I muſt have done by N ow, cre publiſh'd 
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W hat I have told ; but that there was no Means 
To hide it longer; yet I joy in this, 
The Princeſs is all clcar. 

King. What have you done ? 

Dian. All is diſcovet'd. 

Are What is diſcovered? 

Dian. Why, my Shame; 
It is a Woman, let her ſpeak the reſt. 

Fhi How ! that again. 

Dian It is a Woman. 

Phi. Bleft be you Pow'rs that favour Innocence ! 
It is a Woman, Sir; haik, Gentlemen ! 
It is a Woman. Arethuſa, take 
My Soul into thy Breaſt, that would be gone 
With Joy : It is a Woman—thou art fair, 
And virtuous ſtill to Ages, ſpight of Malice. 

King Speak you ; where ſes his Shame ? 

Bel 1 am his Daughter. 

Phi. The Gods are juſt. 
But, Bellarin, 
(For I mutt call thee ſtill (o) tell me, why 
Thou didft conceal thy Sex; it was a Fault; 
A Fault, Bellaria. though thy other Deeds 
Of Truth outweigh'd it: All theſe Jealouſfies 
Had flown to nothing, if thou hadſt difcover'd, 
What now we know. 

Rel. My Father oft would ſpeak 
Your Worth and Virtue, and as I did grow 
More and wore apprehenſive, I did thirſt 
To fee the Man fo prais'd ; but yet all this 
Was but a Viiden-longing, to be loſt 
As toon as found ; till fitting in my Window, 
Printing my 'Thoughts in Lawn, I faw a God 
I thought (but it was you) enter our Gates; 


| My Blood flew out, and back again as faſt, 


As I had putf'd it forth and ſuck d it in 
Like Breath; then was I call'd away in haſte 
To entertain you. Never was a Man, 
Heav'd from a Sheep-cote to a Scepter, rais'd 
So high in Thoughts as I; you left a Kits 
Upon 
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Upon theſe Lips then, which I mean to keep 


From you for ever ; I did hear you talk, 

Far above ſinging ; after you were gone 

I grew acquainted with wy Heart, and fearch'd 
W hat ftir'd it ſo: Alas! | found it Love: 

Yet far from Ill, for could I have but liv'd 

In Preſence of you, I had had my End; 

For this I did delude my noble Father 

With a feign'd Pilgrimage, and dreſs' d myſelf 
In Habit ot a Boy; and, for | knew 

My Birth no Match for you, | was paſt Hope 
Ot having you: And underſtanding well 
That when I made Diſcovery of my Sex, 

I could not ſtay with you; I made a Vow, 

By all the mott religious "Things a Maid 

Could call together, never to be known, + 
Whilſt there was Hope to hide me from Mens Eyes, 
For other than I ſeem'd, that I might ever 
Abide with vou; then fat I by the Fount, 
Where firſt you took me up. 

King. Search out a Match 
Within our Kingdom, where and when thou wilt, 
And I will pay * Dowry ; and thyſelf 
Witt well deſerve him. 

Bel. Never, Sir, will I 
Marry ; it is a Thing within my Vow. 

Phi. I grieve, ſuc n be laid in Earth 
Without an Heir. Hear me, my Royal Father, 
Wrong not the Freecom of our Souls fo much, 

To think to take Revenge of that baſe Woman; 
Her Malice cannot hurt us; ſet her free 
As ſhe was born, faving from Shaine and Sin. 

King. Well! Be it to. You, Pharamond, 

Shall have free Paſſage, and a Conduct home 
Worthy ſo great a Prince; when you come there, 
Remember, 'twas your Faults that loſt you her, 
And not my purpos'd Will. | 

Pha. I do conteſs it. | 

King. Laſt, join your Hands in one. Enjoy, Philafter, 
This Kingdom, which is yours, and after me 

Whatever 


, 
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Whatever I call mine; my Blefling on you! 

All happy Hours be at your Marnage- Joys, 

That you may grow yourſelves over all Lands, 
And live to ſee your plenteous Branches ſpring 
Where-ever there is Sun! Let Princes learn 
By this to rule the Pafſions of their Blood, 

For, What Heaven wills, can never be withſtood. 


THE END. 
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